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TRAGI-COMEDY. 


By Mr. D R DEM 


uod optanti Divim promittere nemo 


Auderet, wolvenda dies, en, attulit ultrd. Ving. 
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LOVE TRIUur HAN T: bi 


— 


To the Right Honourable 


7 4 E 
EARL of & alicbury, &c. 


My r 3 
Hs Poem being the laſt 
wohich I intend for the The- 
arre, ought to have the ſame 
u Proviſion made for it, which 
old Men make for their youngeſt Child, 
which is commonly a Favourite. They 


who were born before it, carry away 
the Patrimony by Right of Elderſhip: 


This is to make its Fortune in the 
World; and ſince I can do little for it, 
natural Affection calls upon me to put 
it out, at leaſt, into the beſt Service 

Vol. VI. „ „ which 


We Epiftle Waun 


which] can procure for it. And a wh 
is the uſual Practice of our decay 
Gentry, to look about them for - ſome 
illuſtrious. Family, and there endeavow 
to fix their young Darling, where he 
may be both well Educated and Sup- 21 
. ] have herein alſo follow'd de 2 
Cuſtom of the World, and am farisfy' = 
in my Judgment, that I could not hate 
made a more worthy Choice. Tis true, 
I am not vain enough to think that i. 
ny thing of mine can in any meaſure 

be worthy of your Lordſhip's Patronage: 
And yet I ſhou'd be aſham'd to leave 
the Stage, without ſome Acknowledy- 
ment of your former Favours, which 1 
have more than once experienc'd. Be- 
fides the Honour of my Wife's Relation' 
to your Noble Houſe, to which my 
Sons may plead ſome Title, though [ 
cannot; you have been pleas'd to take a 
particular Notice of me, even in this 
Lowneſs of my Fortunes, to which J 
have voluntarily reduc'd my ſelf; and 
of which 1 have no Reaſon to be a- 


ſham d. 


- * 


* 


The Eat. e 
ſham d. This Condeſcenſion, my Lord: 
is not only becoming of your Antient 
Family, but of your Perſonal Character 
in the World. And if I value my ſelf 
the more for your "Indulgence to me, 
and your Opinion of me; tis becauſe 
any thing which you like, ought to be 
conſider d as ſomething in it ſelf. And 
therefore I muſt not under value my pre- 
ſent Labours, becauſe I have preſum d 
to make you my Patron. A Man may 
re be juſt to himſelf, tho he ought not to 
be partial. And I dare affirm, that the 
ſeveral Manners which I have given to 
the Perſons of this Drama, ate truly 
drawn from Nature; all perfectly diſtin- 
guiſh'd from each other: That the Fa- 
ble is not injudiciouſly contriv'd: that 


the Turns of Fortune are not manag'd 
unartſully; and that the laſt Revolution 


is happily enough invented- Ariſlotle, 
T acknowledge, has declat'd, that the 
Cataſtrophe which is made from the 
Change of Will, is not of the firſt Or- 
der for Beautyr but it may reaſonably 


5241 24 be 


PPP Se RT — A <> 


The Baut Dudicatiry. 
be alledg'd, in Defence of this Play, aj 
well as — the Cinna, (which I —_ to 
be the very beſt of Gorneille's): that the 
Philoſo _— who made the Rule, copy'd 
all . N Laws, Which he gave for the 
Theatre, from the Authorities and Ex- 
amples of the Greek Poets, which he 


had read: And from their Poverty of 


Invention, he cou'd get nothing but 
mean Concluſions of wretched Tales: 
Where the Mind of the chief Actor was 
for the moſt part chang'd without Art 


or Preparation; only becauſe the Poet 


could not otherwiſe end his Play. Had 
it been poſſible for Ariſtotle to have ſeen 
the inna, I am confident he would have 
alter d his Opinion; and concluded, that 


2 ſimple Change of Will might be ma- 
nag d with ſo much Judgment, as to ren- 
der it the moſt agreeable, as well as the 
moſt ſurprizing Part of the whole Fable; 


let D' Acier, and all che reſt of the modern 


Criticks, who are too much bigotted 
to the Ancients, contend ever ſo much 
to the contrary, 1 was An 1 * 

> T 


+* (1 


* 


Epiſtie Dedicatory. 

had been the Inventor of a new ſort of 
Deſigning, when in my third Act, 1 
make a Diſcovery of my Alphonſo's 
true Parentage. If it were ſo, what 
wonder had it been, that Dramatick - 
Poetry, tho' a limited Art, yet might 
be capable of receiving ſome Innovati- 
ons for the better? But afterwards I 
caſually found, that Menander and Te- 
rence, in the Heautontimoroumenos, had 
been before me; and made the ſame 
kind of Diſcovery in the ſame Act. 
As for the Mechanick Unities, that of 
Time is much within the Compaſs of 
an Aſtrological Day, which begins at 
Twelve, and ends at the ſame Hour 
the Day following. That of Place is 
not obſery'd ſo juſtly by me, as by the 
Ancients; for their Scene was always 
one, and almoſt conſtantly in ſome 
Publick Place. Some of the late French' 
Poets, and amongſt. the Engliſh, my 
moſt ingenious Friend, Mr. Congreve, 
have obſerv d this Rule ſtrictly; though 
the Place was not altogether ſo pub. 
Ts lick 


4 


* be Bpifle Deira 


lick as a Greet, © T have follow'd the 
Example of Corneille, and ſtretch'd the 
Latitude to a Street and Palace, not 
far diſtant from each other in the 
ſame City. They who will not allow 
this Liberty to a Poet, make it a very 
ridiculous thing, for an Audience to 
ſuppoſe themſelves, ſometimes to be in 
a Field, ſometimes in a Garden, and 
at other times in a Chamber. There 
are not, indeed, ſo many Abſurdities in 
their Suppoſition, as in ours; but 'tis 
an Original Abſurdity for the Audience 
to ſuppoſe themſelves to be in any 
other Place, than in the very Theatre 
in which they ſit; which & is neither 
Chamber, nor Garden, nor yet a pub- 
lick Place of any Buſineſs, but that of 
the Repreſentation. For my Action, 
tis evidently double; and in that ; 
have the moſt of the Ancidhts for m 

Examples, Yet I dare not defend this 
way by Reaſon, much leſs by their Au- 


thority : For their Actions, tho' double, 


were of the ſame Species; that is to ſay, 
8 in 


\ 


The Epiſtle Hula. 


in their Comedies two Amours: And 
cheir Perſons were better link d in Inte- 
reſts, than mine. Vet even this is a Fault 
which I ſhould often practiſe, if I were 
to write again, becauſe tis agrecable to 
the Engliſh Genius. We love Variety 
more than any other Nation; and ſo 
long as the Audience will not be pleas d 
without it, the Poet is oblig d to humour 
them. On condition they were cur d of 


this publick Vice, I cou'd be content to : 


change my Method, and "gladly give 
them a more reaſonable Pleaſure. This 
Digreſſion, my Lord, is not altogether 
the Purpoſe of an Epiſtle Dedicatory : 
Yer tis expected car ſomewhat ſhould 
be ſaid, even here,. in relation to, Cri- 
ticiſm ; at leaſt in Vindication of my 
Addreſs, that you may not be deſir d to 
patronize a Poem which is wholly un- 
worthy of your Protection. Tho after 


all, I doubt not but ſome will liken me 


to the Lover ina modern Comedy, who 


was combing his Peruke, and ſetting 


his Cravat before his Miſtreſs; and be- 
ing 


* 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
ing ask d by her when he intended to 
begin his Court? reply d, he had been 
doing it all this while. Vet thus it hap- 
pens, my Lord, that Se, will come in- 
to all Alkrefles of this Nature, tho' 

tis the moſt unmannerly Word of the 


World in civil Converſation, and the 
moſt ungrateful to all Hearers. For 


which Reaſon, I, who have nothing to 
boaſt of, but my Misfortunes, ought to 
be the firſt to baniſh it. Eſpecially ſince 


1 have ſo large a Field before me, as 


your inborn Goodneſs, your Evenneſs 
of Temper, your Humility in ſo ample 


a ſhare of Fortune as you poſleſs ; your 


Humanity to all Men, and your Kind- 
neſs to your Friends ; beſides your na- 
tural and acquir'd' Endowments, and 
ing brotherly Love to your Relations, 

otus in Fratres animo paterno, was the 
great Commendation which Horace gave 


to one of his Patrons: And ttis that 
Praiſe which particularly crowns your 
other Virtues. But here, my Lord, I 

am oblig d in common Prudence to ſtop 


" ſhort” 


The Fife Daray. 3 


ſhort, and to caſt under a Veil ſome 
other of your Praiſes: as the Chymiſts- / 
uſe to ſhadow the Secret of their great 
Elixir; leſt if it were made publick, 
the World ſhould make a bad Uſe of it. 
To enjoy our own Quiet, without diſ- 
curbing that of others, is the Practice 
of every moral Man: And for the reſt, - 
to live chearfully and ſplendidly, as it is 
becoming your illuſtrious Birth, ſo tis 
likewiſeto thank God for his Benefits in 
the beſt manner. Tis unneceſſary to 
wiſh you more worldly Happineſs, or 
Content of Mind, than you enjoy: 


But the Continuance of both, to your 


Self, and your Poſterity, is earneſtly 


defir'd by all who have the Honour to 


be known to you, and | more . 
larly by, 


My Lo an, ; 
Your Lordſhip's e 1235 
moſt Obedient EN 
moſt cd Devoted OR 2p 


Jo HN Darn 
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PROLOGUE, 


2 Spoken by Mr. Betterton. 


A avhen ſome Treaſurer lays down the Stick, 
Warrants are fign'd for ready Money thick : 
Aud many deſperate Debtytures paid, 
Which never had been, had his Lordfpip faid; 
So now, this Poet, who forſakes the — * 10 
Tutends to gratify the preſent Age. | | 
One Warrant ſhall be fign'd for every Man; 
All Gall be Wits that will ; and Beaux that can: 
Provided ftill, this Warrant be not forum, _ 
And you be Wits but to your ſelves alone. 
Provided too, you rail at ane another: | 
For there's noone Wit, will allow a Brother. 
Provided alſo, that you fpare this Story, 


Damn all the Plays that &er ſhall come before ye. 


If one by chance prove good in half a ſcore, 

Let that one pay for all; and damn it more. 

For if a good ont ſcape among the Crew, 

And you continue judging as you do; 

Every bad Play will hope for damning too. 

You might damn this, if it ⁊uere worth your Pains, 
Hlere's nothing you will like; no fuftian Scenes, 
And nothing too of — you know-what he means. + 
- No double Entendres, which you Sparks allow ; 

To make the Ladies lool they "WH; not how ; 

Simply as "twere,. and knowing . both together, 
Seeming to fan their Faces in cold Weather. 

But here's a Story which no Books relate; 

Coin d from our own old Pott's Addle-pate. 


; 
; 


The 


79 


Pp N 02 O 
The Fable has a Moral too, if fought : 8 g 


But let that go; for upon ſecond Thought 
He fears but few come hither to be taught. © 


' Vet if you wwill be profited, you may; 


And he would bribe you too, to like his Play. 

He dies, at leaſ to us, and to the Stage, 

And what he has, he leaves this noble Age. 

He leaves you, firfl, all Plays of his Inditing, 
The whole Eftate, which he has got by Writing. 
The Beaux may think this nothing but vain Praiſe; 
They ll find it ſomething, the Teflator fays : | 
For half their Love is made from Scraps of Plays. © f 
To his wworſfl Foes, he leaves his Honeſty ; 
That they may thrive upon't as much as he. © 

He leaves his Manners to the roaring Boys, | 

Who come in drunk, and fill the Houſe with' Noiſe. 


He leaves to the dire Critiques of his Wit, 


His Silence and Contempt of all they writ. / 


To Shakeſpear's Critique, he bequeaths the Curſe, ( 


— — . p 


A precious Reader in poetique Schools, 

Who by his own Examples damns his Rules. 
Laſt, for the Fair, he wiſhes you may be, 
From your duli Critiques, the Lampooners, free. 
7% be pretends no Legacy to leave you, 

An old Man may at leaft good Wiſhes give you. 
Your Beauty names the Play ; and may it prove 
To each, an Omen of Triumphant Love. 


To find his Faults ; and yet himſelf make worſe. 


| 


. ³ ö 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


] 


. ME N. 


VzRrAaMoOND, King of Arragon. Mr. Kynaſlon. 
ALiPHONSO, bis ſuppos'd Sn. Mr. Betterton. 
Garcia, King of Navarre, Mr. Williams. 
Ramirez, King of Caſtile. Mr. Alexander. 
Sancho, Mr. Dogpet. 
CarLos, 8 e Mr. Powell 
Lor zz, A old Courtier. | Mr. Underhill. 
WOMEN, 


X1uzna, Queen of Arragon. Mrs. Bettertos. 
Victoria, Le L u e, Vir. Barry. 


Czr1Dta, her Sifter. Mrs. Bracegirdl 
Dal ix Da, Daughter to Lor zz. Mrs. Monffort. 


A Norſe with two Children. Mrs. Kent. 


SCENE. SARAGOSA in Spain. 


Lovx Taiburuanr: 
O R, , 


Natore will prevail. 


ACT L. SCENE I. 


At the te Drowin wp of the the Cartain Veramond, King 
2 Be Ximena the 2; ueen by him : E224 
4 eldeff er on the right 2 and Celidea 
their angbter on the len: Courtiers flands at- 
tending in Fils on — Side of the Stage. The Men on the 
one Hand, the Ladies on the other. Wn, the Men, 


Don Lopez; among ft the Women, Dalinda his Daughter. 
The SCENE is ſuppos'd A Proſence-Chamber. 


VERAMOND. 
BOW the Ne Wars betwixt Caftile and 


b. „ Foes. 
j And fierce Ramirez, the Caftilian King, 
wer'” ee 


| 
| 
3 


— 
— — — ——— — n — — * 


cup — 


—— — 
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- The hau hty Captive, who had made his _ 
To lay Dwelli 
'To ſow che Place, where Sarago/a food. ' 


Were fit to be decreed: 5 


% 


level; and with Salt 
Ain. Procefiong,” Prayers and  Publick Thanks to 


Vera. Your Sex is. e & 508 


His Vouth and Valour have right-well deſorv'd. &A 4 
And next our Son, did belt. 


To buck'e with a King in ſin 
And take him Priſonet᷑: but . bey 
Still hurries him to daring raſh Attempts. 


| 5. the Queens Hand. 


But for our brave Confederate, young Navarre, 
He ſhall receive the Prize reſery'd within 


My Breaſt ; and ſuch a one, F 


7 
- 


Xin. I hear he comes along Wr our  Miphoaſe, 


* 


Vera. Perhaps as well : . 
Alphonſo's Action was indeed more ar Her * 


c «a 443 
fiery Temper © 


Aim. Alphonſo is irmpetuous, bar Bog Neher 4 


He will not take ont Atom from Navarre ' 
Of what's his Right, nor needs. — 


1 . 
m. You too Im your | 
Vera. No more, Ximena, for I hear their Trumpet 


Proclaim their Entry; and our own their Welcome. 


{Trumpets from each Side of the Stage. 


Enter Alphonſo and Garcia, Hand in Hand. After them, 


the Priſoner, K. Ramirez, alone : Then the tauo Colonels, 


Sancho and Carlos; After them, other Officers of "the 


Army. Veramond advances to meet them: The Queen 
and the too Princeſſes follow him. Alphonſo firſt kneel; 
to his Father and Mother, and immediately runs to ſa- 


ute bis Sifter Victoria tenderly 5 ther ſlightly ſalutes 


tn * mean time 


- afterwards 
era. The Triumphs of this Day, auſpicious Prince, 


elidea, and returns to Victoria. 
Veramond ermbrates Don Garcia, who | 


Proclam themſelves your Gift, to us and Arragon : 
From you they are deriv*d 3 0 you-remurn.'s", ud aL 
For what we are, you make us. 1 at 


Gar: May Heav'n and your brave Son, and, above all, 


* own prevailing Genius, guard your Age 


» 
- 
F 


ER TEE 


4 


- 
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NATUR E will prevail. 
From ſuch another Day of doubtful Fate: 
But if it _— nies rhe PE 4x 
To be a oil o great A Hon ſo fe oe 
Fra: It might, and well it ——— my Son 
[ITLoeating about for Alphonſo. 
To ſpeak your Words: but you are till before him, 
As in the Fight you were. 
Aim. Turn to your Father, and preſent your pus 
[P ulling Alphonſo by the Sleeve. 
He thinks himſelf Tr ected, and obſerves ye. | 
[ Here Garcia, after ing to the King and Queen, gots 
to the two Princeſſes, and ſalutes them. After a little 
dumb Courtſhip, he leans out Victoria and Celidea, the 
Ladies foll-w ; Alphonſo obſerves it with Diſcontent, 
and then turns to his Father. 
Alph. I ſaw you, Sir, engag'd in Cembali, 


* | 
© £39 


And therefore ht IJ might defer this Office, 


To give you time for decent Thanks to Garcia. 
era. You rather went where more Affection call'd ye. 

Alph. I may have been too ſlack in outward Show z. 

But when your Service, and my Honour call'd, 4; 

None was more forward in the fightin 
Vera. The rugged Bufineſs of 2% "Wii is o'er 

Softneſs and Sweetneſ:, and a gentler Air 

Wou'd make a Mixture, that wou'd temper * 

That inborn Fierceneſs of your boiling Mind. | 
Alph. I ſtand corrected, Sir; and let Sr” ye now,” 
That Sweetneſs which ſo well have advisd, _ 1 
Fortune has put in your own to practiſe 6 

Upon this Royal Soldier: till we fought 

| La 
Your Equal, now your Priſoner of 
And once, (alas! that ſtill it is not ſo) © 


ITbe Partner of your Thoughts, and Boſom Friend. 


Xim. [ Afide.) Heav'n that inſpir'd thee with this pious 
Add Virtue and Perſuaſion to thy Words, 1 
And bend my ſtubborn Lord. 

Vera. Guy have you more to ſpeak on his behalf? 

Alph. Much more; his fair Behaviour in the Wars 
Not plundering Towns, nor burning Villages: 

His | of Mind, his dauntleſs — 


When 


449 Love TRAIUNATHANT: Ox, 


When Hand to Hand, he made me ſtoop beneath 
His weighty Blows, and often forc'd to doubt 
The Fortune of my Youth, againſt his Age. 

Vera. Proceed, proceed ; this is ber to Gy, | 
That thou wert almoſt worked in the Combat. 
© Abb. I have already faid much more, than needs j 
To move a Noble Mind. 

Such as my Father's is, or ought to be. 

FYera. Come, let me hear my Buty from my Son. 
Ab. If more be wanting on ſo plain a Theme, 
The Wange Vie State of Humane Things, 

tudes, and ſndden Turns 
ON 7 ge Fate recoiling on the Proud, 
To cruſh a mercileſs and cruel Victor. 4 
Think there are Bounds of Fortune, ſet above; 
Periods of Time, and Progreſs of Succeſs, A 
Which none can ſtop before th' appointed Limits, 
And none can puſh beyond. 
Lin. He reaſons juſtly, Sir. 

Ab. Ramirez is an ſonourable Foe ; _ 

Uſe like what he is, and make him yours. 

Vera. By Heav'n I think, 

That when you cop'd with him in fingle Fight, 
You had ſo much ado to conquer then, 
You fear tingage him in a ſecond Combat. 

Ab. The World knows how I fought : 

But old Men have Prerogative of Tongue, 

And Kin of Power, and Parents that of Nature. 
{ Your „Royal Sir. 

Viera. I give it you:; 

Ts Mn nom paid ot the full Price. 


Ximena whi/hers 1 Moment. 
Abb. Fea Taub u > fo Ximena. 


Rem [to Pere. ] Your Son has mention'd Honeura- 
Terms ; 

Propoſe em, Yeramond, aud for his Sake] 

(So much his Valour and rare Courteſy 


Have wrou wrought apon my Sou) I will acept em. 
Vera. gave you leave 
To ſpeak. of Tens, or even to ſpeak. at all? 


NATURE will prevail, © 441 
Ram. And who ſhou'd give me liberty of Speaking, 
But Heav'n, who gave me Speech? l iy 

Vera. How dares my Captive | : 
Aſſume this Boldneſs to his ? [ramond. 
Ram. You have not conquer d me, you could not, Ye» 


Tow 's Arms that I am Priſoner. 
Vera. my Auſpices Alphonſo fought, 
He led my Forces. 


Ram. Yes, and made 'em too | 
By his Example, elſe they ne'er had conquer'd. Ef 
Vera. A Bargain! A plain Compact! A Confederacy, 
Betwixt my Son and thee, to give me Part, | 
Of what any better Stars make all my own. 
Alpb. Sir, I muſt ſpeak 
Vera. Dare not, I charge thee, dare not. 
Not vindicate my Honour ? 
By Heay'n I will, to all the World, to you: 
My Honour is my own, and not deriv'd 25 
From this frail Body, and this Earth you gave me; 
But that Ztherial Spark, which Heav'n inſpir d, 
And kindled in my new-created Soul. | 
You tell me, I have bargain'd with Ramirez, 
To make his Ranſom cheap. 
Vera. To make it nothing, "437 1 5 
To rob thy Eather of his Victory, b | 
And at my coſt, oblige my Mortal Foe. : 
Fool; doſt thou know the Value of a Kingdom ? | 433; 
Alph. I think I do, becauſe I won a . 
Vera. And know'ſt not how to keep it. [Caftile ? 
Ram. What Claim have you? What Right ta my 
Vera. The Right of Conqueſt, for when Kings make 
No Law betwixt two Sovereigns can decide, [War, 
But that of Arms, where Fortune is the Judge, 
Soldiers the Lawyers, and the Bar the Field. 4 
 Alph. But with what Conſcience exo! 1 
To which ye claim no Title but the Sword? [ Crown, 
Vera. Then ask that Queſtion of thy ſelf, when thou 
Thy ſelf art King; I will retain my Conqueſt. 43 
And if thou art ſo mean, ſo poor of Soul, 
As to refuſe thy Sword in keeping it; 
Then Garcia's Aid, 


Wbeie 
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Whoſe Share of Honour, in that glorious Day, 
Was more than thine,' during my: Life, ſhall guard i it,” 
And at m Death, ſhall heir it. | 
Ab. Don Gartia is indeed a valiant Prince : 
But this large Courteſy, this Over-praiſe | 
You give his Worth, in any other Mouth,  * 
Were Villainy to nme. | 
Xim. That was too much, Alphonſo; Wen the Reve- 
That Sons ſhou'd bear to Father. [rence 
Alph. [To ber.] Did ney; in any other Mouth, | 
The King excepted ſtill ? 
Ram. Had 1 Son ; a Son like your Apbouſs, - 
The Pride of War, and Darling of the Field; ak 
I ſhou'd not thus receive him, nor detract 
From ſuch high Actions: Let me tell you, 85 
(For I who felt his Arm, can beſt report him) 
There lives not one, who breathes this Vital Air, 
That e' er cou'd boaſt, he made Ramirez bend, 
_ Alphonſo undertook ww 33 ** 
era. Confederacy again ! How they 8 
Their mutual Worth, andy Fm brats em, 
Into each other's Hand, —— | 
* [Looks on Ramirez, and fart back. 
What's this I ſee ? | 


Nay, now I wonder not, the Ca prates 
S ee Feinden l Tig. Ee 
Well may he brave me, while his murd'ring Sword 
Sits as before, inſulting on his Side. © . 
Who gave thee back hat Weapon? 
Alph. I, who took it. | 
Fiera. A careful Son, to truſt a Foe with Arms 
So near his Father. Haſte, difarm the Priſoner. 
Alph. Ere you diſhonour me, firſt hear me ſpeak ; 
I took his Royal Word, to be my Priſoner ; . 
en Handar, I reſtor d his Sword, . 
Becauſe I thought, that Mark of Sovereign Juſtice, 
And awful Power, ſhou'd not for one ſhort Moment 
Be wanting to a Monarch. | 
Vera. Then when he loſt the Power, be loſt the Claim, 


And Marks of Sovereign Ri ht; | 
Fol * Nor 


f — 
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without my Conſent, cou'dſt-thou difj 

7 or of his Sword, or of his Life. . Ak 
Once more diſarm him: What, am I betray'd? © 
| L Fan ers, | but fringe: 
Have I no Subject left 2 

Xin. Submit, Alphon/o. a 
I, who am partial to you, aus codon... | 
This Carriage, as undutecus to your i Que 

Ram. ¶ to Apb. IBrave Prince, too agus. cafes at 
Tho” *tis indeed the common Cauſe of Kings 
But to prevent what IIls on my Account 
May hence enſue betwixt a — Parent, _. 
Take here the Sword, you truſted in my Hands, 
Which you alone cou'd take Now, Feramond, bk 

2 55 his Sqword to Alphonſo. 
Diſpoſe of old Ramirez as pleaſeſt 
| bh reſents it ſullenly to Veramond, abe pats it 00 
; the Hand of an Officer. | 
_ thy Hate, Ambition, and thy Fa, TS: 
ive Ramirez Death, who ſcorns a Life) 

— he muſt owe to thee. 

Vera. [to the Guards.) Go bear him to the 9 Ay 
His Doom ſhall be decreed, | [more Leifare 

Ram. Whene'er it comes bad ooo, -only this 


(If Enemies be ſufter'd gn, 
Forgive th ng y Son has ſhown. 1 
On my Behalf, and take him to thy Boſom.; _-. 
A noble Temper ſhines even thro” his ms N 
And gilds them into Virtues. 
Vera. Take him hence 3 
[Ramirez is led. off by Sanchd Jv Carlos, and. _ 
. 2 the Guards ; Alphonſo losing frown- 


| N. jb. e How f abortus at inhuman aa. 

 he's.my Father. ©, . 

2 re. Thas all hi Pas ave thy lesben, 14 7 
And even that very Sword, "+ > SE 
Puniſh me Heav'n, if I believe not ſo, 3 
bs 3” : wie hone hey Gap 

im. Forgwe es 
Vera. He never lov'd me. 475 


le A" 
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As ſoon as 


| But that I ſee Don Garcia with your Siſters; , 
A fair Occaſion offers you this Hour 18 
To cancel your Offences ; mark, and take it. 


| 
| 
' 
: 
| 


Yet all his Applications were to you. 


Upon 


Were graceful, and becoming his 


4 — 
* 


= | ; 0 
1 N 2 8 


Ab. You never gave me Cauſe. 
| Arm. [to 1 ome, you both Jov'd, | 
But both were jealous of each other's Kindneſs, 


His Silence ſhows, 7 — . 


And did not you, my 4 ; $a A 
YA eram. 


How, the? at rt be ed t rule hf Paſſion; 
5 
wi 3 

Yet in the ſecond Moment, he — 
r ; 
Vera. For ougpt I fee, you do him better Office 


' Re-enter Be, Garcia © 1b Vidoria, Celigea; and thu 


Ladies. ae s em at @ Diſtance.) 
Per. This had not been thus eafily o'er-paſt, 


[The K. 9. and Alp Done werten Garcia is den 
Show, <vbile Vidoria and Celidea 1 = 

Cel. What think you; Siſter, ofthis Youthful | 

778. Outilir AbdP., 7 eo | 

Cel. No, I mean Navarre.  - © ft 

Via. As of a Valiant Peder; what woutd you atv? 

Cel. Merhinks you give him a ſhort ro 795 ce pam 


Vie. I minded not his Words. 

Cel. He made a warm 
N an 

Cel. Neither your Thoughts, nor Eyes cou ee 

7 « yobler Ges 
itt t's your Judgment. 

Cel. Ie rr F bg nay, eg 9 
a. All of a Piece, and all like other Men: : "ug 


1 


N n ee 44 


tems ome 3 common Lil of vr, 
N Copiers 
222 


King. 
Cel. Sure you f the Troops ks 
Beſides his perſonal: Valour in the Fight. ſther, 
Vid. You more forget Mhenſ#s greater 1 
When the young Herde, yet unfledg d in Arma, 
* tough Age of bold Ramires bend: 
He like Mars, deſcending from the Skies, 
And looked like Venus riſing fone the Waves. 
. E had done the ſame ; twas Fortune n 
That ſhow'd. him not Ramirez. fault 
Vie. grads r 
Vou praiſe the Flight a Faulcon makes 
When Tauss imperel Hi, that bears the Thunder, 
ds towing far above him. 
ber 3 — and the reft - 4&2. Offcers . 
era. Are my Commands perform'd *H 
” Carl. * 21 Exactneſs. a ; 
Vera. Approach YVi&oria, and you Celidea, 
That in. your Preſenee I may pay ſome Part 
Of what I owe your brave Deliverer. 
Gel. We cannot ſhow too much of Gratitude. 
ja Vera. Vittoria, what ſay you? 4 
J Vid. He did the Duty of a brave Ally: 
? T donct e ave tary Tho y 
His Modeſty with larger Commendations. 

Gar. Even thoſe are much too * — given by 
To whom my Soul, with all my future Service Dou, 
Are with Devotion offer'd. 

Vera. I have indeed diſclos'd to her alone 
TY i t Secret of th" intended Match: 

And that- has made her fear to praiſe 
A Prince, 5 hath is to be her own, 

A. L K Havi f what bade bete Works 2 
kz ween 925 Celidea fhew Amazement, Alphonſo 
ictoria D:/content 

. N Now therefore I declare the wiſht Alliance 
Vena, you may give yo Daughter oy; 

And you you Siſter, Way Crown, {To Celid! 

Vor. VI, Which 
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Which Garcia put on our Victoria's Head: 


Your Share, A/phonſo, in this happy Da 7 
Is not the leaſt, nor will you be the laſt 4 (te An. 
Ja 8 my worthy Choice of ſuch a Son. 


A ſudden; Damp has x07; vital Spirits g | 


I ſee # thro' a Miſt; and heax far 
Nay, trouble not your ſelves, a line Time 
Of needful Reſt, and ſolitary Thought, oy: 
Will mend my Health, till when excuſe m 
[Exit Alphonſo, and looks back on Victoria. 


Xim. [ fide.) He's much diſturb'd, a Sickneſs of the 


Or I miſta Err Ui (his. MRI Soul 
Aſſiſt us, Heav'n, . 0 | 
And proſper thy own Work, | | 
Viera. | Afade. I like not this 
But muſt diſſemble, till I clear my „Doubs 
Fortune, brave Prince, has 3 us this Allay ; [7% Ger 
Our Joys were elſe too fi 
An Hour of Sleep will bring him back reſtor'd ; 
Mean time we may withdraw. - 
Gar. [To Vict.] Come, my fair Miſtreſs, by your Fa 
¶ ſeize this precious Gage. A [ther 5 12 
Vid. Then thank my Father; 
He may diſpoſe of all ; Bk hag my Heart, 
And that's my own—{ 4fide.]J—Alas! I wiſh & were, 
[ Exexnt Ver. Xim. ar. Via. and all <p | 
tiers, Men and Women. The Guards follow : 
Good News, Corks, the Ol 
Fan. G om, ar ew is 
Carl. What Few | 7 dead 
San. Why the ch Few, my Father. 
He's gone to the Boſom of af a his Father, and, 
his Chriſtian Son, am left ſole Heir. Now do L intend 
to be monſtrouſly in love. 
Carl. With — Colonel? 
San: That's not yet reſolv'd, Colonel: but with one 
of the Court Ladies. You may ſtand a Man's Friend, 


Carlos, in fuch a Buſineſs. 


Carl. You may depend on me,Sancho,becauſe my De- 
pragance 2 is on 4 You 89 Plunder i in the owes 
1933 
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. IJ was hack'd and hew'd, and almoſt laid aſleep _ 
Pl nn Bed of Honour. * 
San. Nay, I confeſs I am a lucky Rogue, for I was 
born with a Caul upon my Head. | * 
Carl. I'm ſure I came bare enough into the World, 
and live as barely in it. 3 | 
San. Make me but luſtily in love, and I'll adopt thee © 
into my Fortune; but thou ſtand' ſhall I, ſhall I, till all 
the Ladies are out of Sight: Here, take that Billet Doux 
which I have pulPd out by chance from amongſt twenty, 
that I always wear about me for ſuch Occaſions. 
Carl. But to which of em ſhall I deliver it? 
San. Even te her thou canſt firſt overtake. 
Nay, do not loſe thy Time in looking on't, there's no 
icular Direction, Man; Fortune ever ſuperſcribes 


SNR 


3 my Letters to the Fair Sex : I let her alone to 'find me 
out a handſom Miſtreſs ; and let me alone to make her 
32 > Fol herwn b e 
Carl. But e 1 ſhou to deliver it to m 
own Miſtreſs, the was in the Preſence with her Fathes. Ibn, 
San. Then I ſuppoſe thou wilt be the firſt that ſhall 
repent it, for ſhe will certainly fall in love with me. 
[Lop. and Dal. re-enter, and walk ſoftly over the Stage. 
Look, there's one of em already; my Heart beats at the 
very Sight of her ; this muſt and ſhall be ſhe, by Cupid. 
Carl. And by Venus the very She I love. lit ſo. 
x San. Pr'ythee no more Words then, for Fate will have 
Carl. [-4fide. ] I know it's impoſſible for her Father to 
receive h1m, or her to love him; and yet his good For- 
tune, and my raſcally, three- penny Planet, make me 
ſuſpicious without Reaſon: But hang Superſtition, 1'll 
draw ſuch a Picture of him as ſhall do his Buſineſs. 
San. Now will I ftand Incognito, like ſome mighty Po» 
tentate, and ſee my own Embaſly deliver'd. . 
[ Carlos overtakes Lopez and Dalinda, juft going 
EG and ſalutes them. 
; Lap. Couſin Carlos, you are welcome, from the Wars; 
I think I aw you in the Show to Day. | 
Carl. The Ceremony hinder'd me from paying my 
| Reſpects; W | 3 
22 2 8 
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. Dal. What's here? A Note without a Superſcription, 


S 7 , 


I hope you'll no more be a Stranger to my He 
al you have been formerly : Your Miſtreſs [OS 
be proud to entertain you: and then you ſhall tell me the 
whole Expedition: I love Battles wonderfully, when x 
Man 1 121 * without Foal of his Perſon. _ 

San. [ Afde. othing of my Letter all this while- 
why, a Carls? [Whiſpering aloud to * 
Carl. LAlide.] Now I dare not but deliver it, be- 
cauſe he ices me. | 
Don Lopez, I have a fooliſh kind of Petition to you. 


| * Lopez, 

Lop. Why do you call it a fooliſh Petition 
Carl. Becauſe wn bi from a Fool. There's a Friend 
of mine, of a lentiful Fortune, that's deſperately in 
love with your fair Daughter, Dalinda; and has com- 
8 by your Permiſſion, to deliver this Letter 


10 A 
Lop. A rich Man's Letter may be deliver d. 


L Carlos gives her the Letter. 


[She ſeems to read.] As I live, a Bill of Exchange for 
two hundred Piſtoles, charg'd upon a Banker, and pay- 
able to the Bearer ; an accompliſh'd Cavalier, I warrant. 
him ; he writes finely, and in the beſt manner. 
r 
ble, the Fool's ins to wor ; 
but I ſhall ſtop its Influence. 
Lop. Good Couſin Colonel, what manner of Man is 
my Son-in-Law that may be? 
Carl. D'ye ſee that ſneaking Fellow yonder ? 
Top. Who, that gallant Cavalier? 
Dal. I wiſh it were no worſe, | 
Carl. Plague, ye make me mad betwixt ye. His 
outſide's Taudry, and his inſide s Fool. He's an Uſurer's 
Son, and his Father was a Jew. | 
_ 2 Sr rg for all that, 28 2 
Carl. He was begot upon ife of a 
Debtor, out of pure Husbandry, to ſave . 
He's covetous by Father's Side; a Blockhead 
the Mother's; and a Knave by both. WER 
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e 1 fee nothing like your Deſcription of him, at 

e him hither, I would fain ſpeak 
ith him. 

Carl. Come hither, Don Sancho, and make good the 

J have given of you. | 

[Sancho comes up, and ſalutes em aukwardly. 


Lob. Cavalier, I ſhall be glad to be better known o 


44. [7 Carl. ] You ſee I have Luck in a Bag, Carlos. 


Carl. ¶ Aſde.] Ay, in a Bag of Money, I fee it to my 


Sorrow —— Try his Wit, Signior, you'll find him as 
heavy as Lead. [ Hfide to Lopez. 
Lop. 2 Sancho. ] So his Money be Silver, I care not 
Come Cavalier, what ſay you to my Daughter? 
San. Why, I ſay, I was reſolv'd to love the firſt fair 


Lady that I met. 


Dal. Oh Lord, Sir! 

Carl. [To Lopez, ] Do but mark his Breeding, _ 
Top. I like him never the worfe for his Plain- dealing. 

Dal. Bluntneſs, methinks, becomes a Soldier. 


Carl. [ Afide. ] How naturally old Men take to Riches, - 


and Women to Fools ! | 
Lop. [To Sancho. ] You have made a noble Declaration 


| of your Love, Sir, with a handſome Preſent of two hun- 


dred Piſtoles. 

San. What, I hope I have not miſtaken Papers, and 
ſent you my Letter of Exchange for two hundred Piſtoles, 
charg'd upon the Banker Porto Carrero : Pray return 
that Letter, Madam; and Þ'll look out for another, that 


ſhall treat only of dry Love, without thoſe terrible Ap- 


es. | 
Dal. Why, did not ye intend this for me, Cavalier ? 
San. No, you ſhall hear me rap out all the Oaths in 
2 m, that I am wholly innocent of this Accu- 
__ Rv | 
Dal. Come, you bely your noble Nature ; look upon 
me again, Cavalier, [She makes the Doux Yeux to him.] 
and then examine your. own Heart, iſ you meant it not 
to me, ( 


1 3 Jan. 
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San. Nay, I confeſs my Heart beats a Charge towards 
ye : [To Carlos.] And yet two hundred Piltoles is 3 
ſwinging Sum for one kind Look, Carks / 

Carl. [To him. ] A damnable hard Penny- ! hold 
you there, 5 e-. * s | 

| alinda m again, more foveeth, 

San. She has two Deribs n her 9. that ay , 
was a Lick-Penny. Well, Madam, I dedicate cot Be 
two hundred Piſtoles to your more fair Hand: And now 
you have receiv'd em, I meant em to you. 

Dal. And, in requital, I receive you for my Servant, 
Cavalier. 2 

Carl. [ Afde.] Damn him for his aukward Libera- 
lity ; he's always covetous, but when tis to do me a 
Miſchief. 7 

Lep. [To Dalinda.) He's come on again, my Heart 
was almoſt at my Mouth. Now, Mrs. Minion, let me 
take you to task in private. [Draws her afide a litili. ] 
What hope have you of the Conde Don Alorza De Car- 
nas? | 

Dal. Little or none; a bare Poflibility. You know 
what has paſs'd betwixt us. 

Lap. But ſuppoſe he ſhould renew his Love; had you 
rather mar:y that rich old Conde, or this poor young 
Regue, Don Carhks ? 

Dal. This poor young Rogue, if you pleaſe, Fa- 
ther. 

. I thought as much, Madam : but to come 
5g the —— — — Don Carlos and 
Don Sancho, that is to ſay, a poor young Wit, and a 
rich young Fool; put the Caſe, Gentlewoman, which 
of 'em wou'd you chuſe ? 


Dal. If it were not for mere Neceſſity, T have a kiad 
of a loathing to a Fool. | 

Lop. The more Fool you, Madam. 

Dal. Wou'd you have a Race of Booby Grandſons ? 
Top. That's as your Conſcience ſerves you; I fay 
only. that your Huſband ſhall be a Fool, I fay not, your 
ClLilc xzn's Father ſhall be one. 


Car. 


S 2 
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gan. [To Carlos. This is a plaguy long Whiſper, T 


dd not like it. And yet now I think on't, my left Eye 


itches, ſome good Luck is coming towards me. | 
"Ley. (Te them.) Il be Hort and pithy with you, 


Don Sancho, I think they call ye? If out of my abun- 


dant Love, I ſhou'd beſtow my dutiful Daughter on you, 
what kind of Huſband wou'd you make ? 


Fan. Huſband, Sennor? Why, none at all. None of 
my Predeceſſors were ever marry'd : My Father and 


my Mother never were, and I will not be the firſt of 
my Family that ſhall degenerate ; I thought my two 
hundred Piſtoles would have done my Buſineſs with Da- 
linda, and a little winking Money with you. 6 


Lop. What wou'd you make me a Pimp to my o-π] - 


Daughter ? | 
Dal. And imagine my Chaſtity cou'd be corrupted 
with a petty Bribe? 
San. 
e 


baniſh me; and in revenge to him, I will marry. 

Lob. 1 hope you'll atk her Leave firſt? 

San. Pho! I take that for granted, no Woman has 
e 

Suppoſe then, as before ſuppos d; what kind o 

Holand 5 you make? we | 

San. Then to deat roundly with you ; I would run a 
rambling my elf, and leave the 2 of my Houfe 


to her Mana nn d go at Sixes and 


Sevens, for Sancho; in ſhort, or, I will be as ab- 
ſolute, as the Great Turk, and take as little Care of my 
People, as a Heathen God. | | 

Lop. Now, Don Carlos, what fay you? 

Carl. [ Afide.] I'll fit em for a Huſband: [ To Lopez. 
Why, Sennor, { would be the moſt careful Creature of 
her Bufineſs ; I would inſpect every Thing, would ma- 
nage the whole Eſtate to ſave her the Trouble; I 
would be careful of her Health, by keeping her within 
Doors ; ſhe ſhould neither give nor receive Viſits; nor 
kneel at Church among the Fops, that look ene way, 


and pray another. 
log 4 Dal 
| 


Nay, I am not fo obſtinate neither, againft Mar 
page + Carlos gave me this wicked Counſel, on purpoſe 
to | 


- 
- 
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Dal. Oh abominable ! 
To. Why, thou Fellow ! wouldft thou make 
2 Slave of my Daughter? And leave her no Buſineſt; 
that is to fay, no Authority in her own Houſe? © © 
Dal. Ay, and to call fine n Fops too ? 
To lock me up from Viſitants, which are the only Com. 
fort of a diſconſolate, miſerable, married Woman 
* And *twere not for fear thou ſhouldſt beat me, 1 
find in my Heart to beat thee. Don Sancho, I 
have an Olla at Home, and you ſhall be welcome to it. 
Farewel Kinſman. | Ie Carlos, 
E xeunt Lopez, and Sancho, leading out Dalinda. 
Carl. Now, if I had another Head, | could find i; 
my Heart, to run this Head againſt that Wall. Nature 
has given me my Portion in Senſe, with a Pox to her, 
and turn'd me out into the wild World to ſtarve upon it. 
She has given Sancho an empty Noddle ; but Fortune 


in revenge, has fill'd his Pockets: Juſt a Lord's Eſtate in 
Land and Wit. Well, I have loſt Dalinda ;-and ſome- 


thing muſt be done to _ undermine Sancho in her 


Opin.oa : Some pernicious Counſel muſt be given him: / 


He is my Prince, and I am his Stateſman; and when 


our two Intereſts come to claſh, I hope to make a mere 
Monarch of him: And my Hunger is ſomewhat in my 


Way to quicken my Invention. 
Wants whets the Wit, *tis true ; but Wit not bleſt 
With Fortune's Aid, makes Be at the beſt, 
Wit is not fed, but n with Applauſe, 
For Wealth is folid Food, and Wit LT 
| æit. 
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Ac n. SCENE I. 
The 5 C EN E is a Bed-Chamber, @ Couch 


prepar'd, and ſet fo near the Pit that the Audi- 
ence may hear, | 


Alphonſo enters ewith a Book in his Hand, and fits 2 


reads to himſelf a little aubile: Enter Victoria, and fits 
by him, then ſpeaks. | 


Vid. H on your private Bus'neſs I intrude, 
Forgive th* Exceſs of Love that makes me rude : 

I hope your Sickneſs has not reach'd your Heart; 

But come to bear a ſuff ring Siſter's Part: 

Yer, leſt I ſhould offend you by my Stay, 

Command me to depart, and I obey. - . 
Alph. The Patient who has paſs'd a ſleeplefs Night, 
Is far leſs | ar with A Phyfician's Sight: | 

Welcome thou leaking, ut thou ſhort Reprieve 
To eaſe m Death, t not to make me hve. 
Welcome, but welcome as a Winter's Sun, 
That riſes late, and is too quickly gone. 8 
Vid. You are the Star of Day, the publick Light: ) 
And I am but your Siſter of the Night: | 
Eclips'd, when you are abſent from my Sight. | 
Alpb. Death will for ever take me from your Eyes; 
But grieve not you, for when I ſet, you riſe. 
Don Garcia has deſerv'd to be your Choice, ; 
And 'tis a Brother's Duty to rejoice. Voice. 
ViF. And yet methought you gave him not your 
: 2 5. You ſaw a ſudden Sickneſs 2 me weak; 
no Joy to give, nor Tongue to : 
And > I LG to ok — 
In Books, the fruitleſs Remedies of Grief. 
Us Jia. 
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Via. But tell me what Philoſopher you found 
To cure your Pain ? 1 

Alph. The fitteſt for my Wound, 

Who beſt the gentle Paſſions knows to move; 
Ovid, the ſoft Philoſopher of Love: 

His Love Epiſtles for my Friends I choſe ; 
For there I found the Kindred of my Woes. 

Vis. His Nymplis the Vows of perjur'd Men deplore; 
One in the Woods, and one upon the Shore : | 
All are at length forſaken or betray'd ;. | 
And the falſe Heroe leaves gala oye Maid. 

! Alph. Not all: For Linus his - Conſtancy : 
And 9 * perhaps, who more reſembled me. 

Vid. That Letter would I view; in hope to find 
Some Features of the Fair that rules the Mind: 

Alph. Read, for the guilty Page is doubled down: 

The Love too ſoon wlll make the Lover known. 


[Giving her the Book. © 


Read, if you dare; and when the Crime you ſe, 
Accuſe my cruel Fate, but pity me. 
Vie. | 4fide. ] Tis what I fear'd, th* unhappy Canace ! 
Read you; for to a Brother twas deſign'd, [To him, 
And fent him by a Siſter much too kind. 
Alphonſo takes the Book,. and reads. 


Why did thy Flames beyond a Brother's move ? © 
Why lob 1 thee with more- than Sifler's Love? 


| [He looks upon her, and ſhe holds down her Head 


He reads again, 
My Cheeks no longer did their Colour Boa: 
My Food grew loathſom, and my Strength I left: 
Still, ere I ſpoke, a Sigh wou'd flop my Tongue; 
Short were my Slumbers, and my Nights avere lung. 
1 knew not * my Lowe thoſe Griefs did grow : 
Veit was, alas! the thing I did not know. 


[She losks on him, and he holds down his Head. 


Forc d at the lat, my ſhameful Pain I tell. 
Hi. No more: We know our mutual Love too well. 


[Both look up, and meet each uther's Eyes. 
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Abb. Two Lines in reading had eſcap'd m 8¹ "4 a 
af go back, and do the Poet right f TR 5 


Vie. Already we have read too far, I fear: 
Bat read no more than Modeſty may bear. 


Alphonſo reading. 
For I low'd too, and knowing not my Wound, 
A fecret Pleaſure in thy Kiſſes found. ag 
[He offers to kiſs her, and ſhe turns her Head away: 
May we not repreſent the Kiſs we read? 
Vid. Alphonſo, no: Brother, I ſhou'd have ſaid ! 


Alphonſo reading again- 


When half denying, more than half content; 
Embraces warm d me to @ full Conſemt: | 
Then, with tumultuous Foys, my Heart did laat; 
And Guilt that made em anxious, made em great. 
[She ſhatches the Book, and throws it dewny ther 
riſes and walks ; he riſes alſo, 6 | 
Vid. Incendiary Book, polluted Flame, 
Dare not to tempt the chaſte Victoria's Fame, 
J love, perhaps, more than a Siſter ſhou bd. | 
And Nature prompts ;- but Heav'n reſtrains my Blood. 
Heav'n was unkind, to ſet ſo ſtrict a Bound: * 18 
And Love would. ſtruggle to forbidden Ground. 
Oh let us gain a Parthien Victory; 5 
Our only way to conquer, is to ff. wy 
Aub. No more, Victoria ;- tho my Love aſpires 
More high than yours, and fiercer are my Fires, 
I cannot bear your Looks; new Flames ariſe 
From ev'ry Glance, and kindle from your Eyes. 
Pure are the Beams which from thoſe Suns you dart; 
But gather Blackneſs from- my footy Heart: 
Then let us each with haſty Steps remove; 
Nor ſpread Contagion, where we meant but Love.“ 
Vid. Hear Heav'nand Earth, and witneſs to my Vows z+ 
And Love, thou greateſt Power that Nature knows :- + 
This Heart, 4/phon/o, ſhall be firmly thine ;- 
This Hand ſhall never with-anogher join. 


-— - a 


Or: 


\ 
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Or if by force my Father makes me wed, 


Then Death ſhall be the Bri m of my Bed. 
Now let us both eur Shares of Sorrow take; 
And both be wretched for each other's fake. 


Alph. By thoſe relentleſs Powers that rule the Skies; 


And by a greater Power, Fi&oria's Eyes, | 
No Love but yours ſhall touch — 7 Heart; 
Nor Time, nor Death, my vow'd Affections part. 
Nor ſhall my hated Rival live to ſee 
That Hour which envious Fate denies to me. 
Now ſeal we both our Vows with one dear Kiſs. 
9 89 Vi#. No, tis a hot, and an inceſtuous Bliſs ! 
Let both be fatisfy'd with what we ſwore ; 
I dare not give it, leſt I give you more. 
[Exit Victoria hooking back on him, and he gazing on her. 
Ab. Oh raging, impious, and yet hopeleſs Fire! 
Not daring to poſſeſs what I defire ; , 
Condemin'd to ſuffer what I cannot bear: 
Tortur'd with Love, and furious with Deſpair. - 
Of all the Pains which wretched Mortals prove, 
The feweſt Remedies belong to Love: | 
But ours has none; for if we ſhould enjoy, 
Our fatal Cure muſt both of us deftroy. 
Oh dear Y;&#oria, Cauſe of all my Pain! 
Oh dear Victoria, whom I would not gain! 
Victoria, for whoſe fake I would ſurvive : 
FViforia, tor whoſe ſake I dare not live. | 
Enter Garcia with Attendants. The tavo Princes 
ſalute, but Alphonſo very coldly. 


| Car. I come to ſhow my Grief for your Diſtemper; 


For if my noble Brother ſaw my Heart, 
There e er _ a plain, a holy Friendſhip, 
Unmixt with Intereſt, equally partakin | 
Of what affects you, both of) good and il. 
Alph. I thank you; but my Malady increaſes 
At your Approach : I have no more to ſay, 
But wiſh you better Health than I can boaſt 
And to my ſelf a lonely Privacy. Ms 
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Gar. I find I am not welcome to your Sight; 
But know not from what Cauſe. 


Alph. [angrily ] My fureſt Remedy is in your Abſence: 


"Tis my wein cannot be my own; 
But importun'd with Viſits, undeſir d; - 
And therefore, I muſt tell you,. troubleſome. 

Gar. Tis an odd Way of entertaining Friends. 
But ſince I find you diſcompos'd with Si , ; 
That ſhall excuſe your Humours ; where I go, 

J hope for better Welcome. | ot, 


Gar. My Miſtreſs, Prince. 
Aipb. Your Miſtreſs! who's that Miftreſs ? 
Gar. What need I name Y:i&eria? 
Alph. Who? my Siſter ? | 
Gar. Whom elſe cou'd you imagine? 
Alph. Any other. 
Gar. And why not her? 
Alph. Becauſe I know not if ſhe will admit you. 
Gar. Her Father has allow'd it. 25 
Alph. But not ſhe; 
Or if both have, yet my Conſent is wanting. 
You take upon you in a Foreign Kingdom, 
As if you were at home in your Nawarre. 
Gar. And you, methinks, N 
As if you had no Father, or no King. 
Farewel, I will not ſtay. | 
Alph. You ſhall not go? 
Thus as I am, thus fingle, thus unarm'd, 
And you with Guards attended | 
Gar. You teach me to forget the Rule of Manners. 
Alph. I mean to teach you better. | 
[4s Garcia 7s going to paſs by him, Alphonſo runs to one 
of his Attendants, and ſnatches his Sword away, then 
fleps betæueen Garcia and the Door. 
Enter Veramond and Ximena, attended. 
Ver. What means this rude Behaviour in my Court ? 
As if our Arragon were turn'd to Thrace, ; | 
Unhoſpitable to her Gueſts, and thou 
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— Levi raren baue: 0 


bonſo, 2 
5 yo . 


Wit my Siſter's ext] into her Lodging: 
By Heav'n, if this be ſuffer d to proceed, 
The next will be to treat the Royal Maid 
As cearſly, as ſhe were ſome Suburb Girl. | 
2 1 Ver. J Had I not your rarer. big Sir r 
=, 
But Gels: bonſo are thy Ruffian Manners. 
How dar'ſt thou, Boy, to break my Orders, 
And then Foy thy Sifter with thy Crime ? 
 Alpþh. She ſaid his Preſence was unpleaſing to her. 
. Fer. Come, thou bely'ſt her Innocence and e 
She did not, durſt not ſay it. 
Aub. If ſhe did not, | 
F dare, and will maintain to all the World, 
That Garcia is not worthy of my Siſter. 
Ver. Not worthy ! 
Alph. No; 1 ay once more, not werthy. © 
Gar. Not in my ſelf; for who deſerves Victoria? 


But, fince her Royal Father bids me hope, 


| 3 Not leſs unworthy than another Prince : 


And none, with your Permiſſion, Sir, ſhall dare L= Vor- 
To interpoſe betwixt my Love and me. 

Ab. Sure a leſs Price than our Infanta's Bed, 
Might pay thee for thy Mercenary Troops. 
Vier. Peace, Inſolent; too long I have endur'd- 
Thy haughty Soul, untam'd and turbulent : 
Zut, if I live, this "ſhall not paſs unpuniſh'd ;' 

Darkneſs and EO 1 125 Medicine for a Madman. 

Xim. My um you, i our Son * 
eee Ne 
He ſoen will recollect his ſcatter d Reaſon; 
Which Heat of Youth, and Sickneſs and Fatigues, 
Have diſſipated in his boiling Blood. * 
Give him but Time, and then his temperate Humour 
Will ſoon return into the native — 5. ; 
And, unoppos'd, be calm. 
Fer. No, never more: 


The 
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The Moon has roll'd above his Head, and turn'd it: 1 
As Peals of Thunder ſour the generous Wine. 

[To Alph. 


Hence from my Preſence thou, no more my Son. 
Xim. If he be mad, be Madneſs his Excuſe ; 
And pardon Nature's Error, net his own: 
Vera. Ximena, you have fondled him to- this: 
I propheſied ; and now tis come to paſs: 
5 Perhaps, I interrupted him too rudely : 
And fince I caus'd my ſelf that 4ll Reception, 
Forgive our mutual Faults. 
Vera. You ſhall prevail; 
Tho! he Tow not lan an Intercſlr: 
To A 3 to your inm 8 
nd there _ cnn ele and mourn your Crimes: 
this your ir laſt laſt Kelaphe ;: the next is fatal. 
Alph. I will retire. 
But, if I am a Madman, as you ſayß : 
And as I half believe; expect no no Cure, | 
But in A/phonſo's Death. [Atphonlo, goes int 
Aim. [ Afide.) It works apace: 
But whither it will tend; Heaven only knows. | 
[ Vera. ſees the Book upon the Ground, and takes it uy, 
Vera. This Book he left ; go bear it after him. 
Yet ſtay, I know not why, but ſomewhat prompts me 
To — this folded Page. 
6 J Go, Royal Veuth: 
wou' d my ſelf conduct you to Victoria, 
But Lovers need no Guide to their Defires ; 
And Love no Witneſs, but himſelf, requires. 
[Exeunt the King bly teen one Way, with their Ats- 
tendants ; and Don with bis, another. 


The SCENE, A Street. 


Enter Carlos, before Don Lopez his Door. 


Carl. That's the Door of Lopez; and Sancho muſt come 
out this Way; now Fool ſit faſt, for thou ſhalt not want 
for peſtilent Advice: But firſt, 1 muſt know, how far, 
tuou haſt proceeded with the Father and the Daugh- 
ter, that I may know what Drugs I muſt. prepare, 4 


— | 
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the preſent Condition of my Patient; oh, the Door &@- 
pens already, and he bolts out fingle, as I witht. 

. Enter Sancho picking his Teeth. 

San. What, Carlu, you have din'd before me; but, 
it may be, you ha not far d ſo well. 

Carl. The beſt Part of your Entertainment, I ſuppoſe, the 
was the Deſert of the Fair Dalinde after Dinner ; andy be 
how, and how go Matters ? 

San. Better than thou wouldſt have e: thou wow d Q 
have put a Spoke in my Wheel, I know it. th 

Cal. No, Fortune always ſets thoſe of admira- 
ble Underſtanding uppermoſt ; but r, Dglinda 
was once mine, however. 

San. Thou wou'dſi not have me ds the Box away, 
when I have thrown Seven? Come, ſet u it what 
thou dar'ſt, and I'Il give thee leave to do thy worſt. 

Carl. You are very confident of your good Luck. 


San. Thou know'ſt, I have a perpetual Aſcendant 
over thee. 

Carl. And you are ſure to carry her? | | 

San. She od of my Perſon; ſhe ogled me all Din- 
ner-time ; ſhe put her Foot under the "Table, and trod 
upon mine; and if theſe are not certain Symptoms of 
Paſhon, the Devil's in Womankind. ' 

Carl. And her Father ? 

9 70 The goodeſt old Man; he drank my Health to 

ughter ; and I to comply with my Obligation, an- 

fer © Challenge ; there T think 1 was with her a 


Carl. You have no more to do but to- take cars 14; 
cence. 

San. Indeed I have her Licence for it. 

Carl. What, \ TS; too in your Proſperity ? If 


you let another, inrag'd. But you have not 
told me that her Father is conſenting. 


San. Ina Manner : But 
Carl. But what; is he not abſolutely yours? 
as. There's a ſmall Demur upon the Matter; in ſhort, 
Re hit me in the Teeth with a damnable Rich Old Conde 3 
who, I kind, has been dabbling with this CI 
% | 7 
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Hanks 3 wh batipg him, Don Lopex tells me. I Gall ba 
8251 Do you 2 — * Condes Name? | 

San. Don ſomething de Cardona, whom the Devil con- 
found. 
Carl. My old Acquaintance; he charged with me in 
the Battel, but what became of him I know not; if he 
be the Man, deſpair betimes, Sancho; he'll revenge my 
Quarrel, and carry her in ſpite of you. 

San. I am cunning, you know ; and I believe he nam'd 
that curſed Conde, only to draw me on the faſter. 

Carl. And do you think a Seen can ſucceed a- 

a Conde, with a Woman ? ; 
San. Why not? 
|: 5 No more than a Conde pain a Duke, and ſa. 


Carl. To be the Shoeing-horn for the Conde ? ? 
Sar. 1 confeſs, I — 2 be the Shoeing her to 
draw him on. 
Carl. No, for that's to be à Pimp for him. 
San. Right; therefore I will leave her. 
Carl. Then go back ; and quarrel with her and ber Fa- 
ther: Go, I ſay, immediately before your Virtue cools. 
San. Vil give em their own, I'll warrant em: what, 
make a Shoeing-horn of a Man of Honour ? | 
[ ExitSancho. 
Carl. Caline.] If the Conde be in Love, then why ſhou'd 
z admit of Sancho for a Suitor ? if no, the Fool is in 
the right, that it was only feign'd to draw him on. How- 
ever, my Advice will ſtrike on both Sides; for if San- 
cho quarrels, he's diſcarded : and for the Conde — ſtay 
a little —— What if I ſhould play this Conde? I know: 
him, and tan mimick him exactly, tis but a Jeſt if I. 
am diſcovered ; and if the Conde loves her and ſhe him, 
then I marry her in his Shape —— Oh, they are com- 
ing out to quarrel in the open Air ; for the Houle, is is grown. 
o hot fer em: but 1 4 not Ray to ſee the Battle, for 


fear of getting Blows on both Sides. [Exit Carlos. 
Enten 
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| fince that's uncertain, go in, Father, and let me alone 


23 


Euter Lopez, Dalinda, and Sancho. 

Lap. I'll wait upon you out of my Houſe, however. 

San. Father-in-Law, that might have been, no more 
Ceremonies; I'Il be no Shoeing-horn for any Man. 

Lap. You wou'd not be my Daughter's Hindrance ? 

San. There's no more to be fas on't ; but either a 
in, or no Bargain. | 
Top. A Bargain, if the Conde comes not on. 
San. Then as he comes on, I muſt go off, with a 
Pox to you, and to your Daughter. | 

Dal. At leaſt it ſhall not be a Pox of your ur giving, | 

San. The Cende's Pox take you then; that's an Ho- the 
nourable Pox deſcended in a right Line from Don Rhe 
deric the Goth, I'll warrant you. * 
Top. Indeed, if your Eſtate were as great as his 

San. Nay, for that matter I can drop Gold with him, 
as little as care for her. * 

Dal. But then his Title? ta 

San. I have more Gold yet, to weigh down « his E 

* 
0 


Parchment. And then m Wit againſt a Conde's Wit, 
that's for lus ; for tho' I fay it— | 
„ ns od 
* et I do it, an it, y as 
Lords go now : — there's no 25 to be faid, 
Lopes: ; but take back your Trumpery, I mean your 
8 or I'll ſend for the Scavenger with a Dung- 


145 This is inſufferable ; and by this Honourable 
Bea 


San. Which I'll pull off by Handfuls, if you ſwa * 


Lap. [afide to Dalinda. 1 What ſhall we do WI 
Madman, Daughter ? 


Dal. You fhou'd ſend for an Al e to order him, 
if ] were ſure that the Conde wou'd come on again; but 


with him : if I make him your Son-in-Law, that's Pu- 
niſhment ſufficient for him. 


' Log. Well, Cavalier, 1 chance to hear of me. 
[Exit Lopez. 


* oF 
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San. rande our hter too, in the next Lam- 
I doubt not —— [Je Dalinda. ] Why don't you 
follow him? What do you and I together, ; 
Counteſs ? 
Dal. Nay, I know not. 
San. Nor I neither. 
Dal. ee 5 DES 
8 47 utſhi m. 
San. I can't tell „ 
of Leer that wou'd provoke me to ſomewhat I 
fay not what. | 
Dal. Beat me with my own Hand, if I deſerve it; 
there *tis for you. pay him her Hand, and ſqueezes his. 
San. If I houl beat thee now, as thou haſt deſerv'd 
richly, I could make thee Satisfaction. 
Dal. Indeed, they ſay an old Man ſhould never beat 
a young Woman, becauſe he cannot make her Satisfaction. 
San. Abominable Chuck. If I did not hate thee mor- 
tally, I cou'd be content to love thee for a quarter of an 
Hour, or ſo Why, what's here to do? You are at 
your old Tricks again: Prithee, ſweet Devil, do not 


ogle me, nor 240m =p Palm ſo feelingly, thou dear 


Infernal, do n 
Dal. Why 40 I hurt you ? 
San. No, but thou tickleſt me to the very Heart- 
ſtrings, moſt wickedly. 
Dal. You command me then to leave you? - 
. [Seems to be going: 
San. Not command you neither, not abſolutely. 
Dal. I go then 
San. Then I do command thee I mean to ſtay a 
little longer. Thou haſt fir d my Blood moſt horribly, | 
with that Squeezing : haſt not thou the Itch ? ff Dam- 
nation, I think I have got the Infection of thee 
[He ſhakes his Hands. 
Dal. Til go and comfort my poor old Father, for the 
Afﬀeonts you gave him. 
San. No, 3 ; I'll make thee ſtay, in. very 
ſpite of mY proud Sex Pl! humble thee. 
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Dal. But was not you a grievous Man to uſe him 
You ſhall tell me, or I break your Fin = 

San. Not a word, to ſave thee from Perdi erdition ; I am 
as dumb as a Heathen Oracle. | 
Dal. Then 1 muſt ſqueeze it out of you 
[Preſſing his Hand again. 
San. Ah, ha, it runs through me like Wild-Fire 
| [ Pantin, 
Dal. Did not Car las give you this naughty Counſel ? 
' San. I thou'd not anſwer thee, I know it. Hartlykins, 
this is juſt cramping a Man when he's aſleep, to make 
him tell his Dream; let go my Hand, and Carlos did 
not adviſe me; but hold it, and be did: now will you 
be at quiet with me ? | 
W Not till you promiſe me to be Friends with my 
San. Well, confound thee, lam Friends with him. 
Dal. "oa to baniſh Carlos — an Evil Counſellor. 
San. Upon Condition, you the Count 
from ſeeing you. N 
Dal. No Conditions 3 either ſurrender upon Diſcreti- 
— or I'll put you to the Sword. 
San. Pox on thee for being ſo Tyrannical; but I can't 
help my ſelf, and therefore I totally ſubmit, 

Now then, you ſhall perceive how gracious a 
Princeſs I intend to be ; my Father dotes upon this Count, 
but I deſpiſe him. 

San. That's a good Girl; for Love of me, I'll war- 
. rant you. 
Dal. You think I cokes you no-. 
Sar. No, I know my own Mat ous walliths chat. 
Dal. Then do what I adviſe you; my Father has not 
often ſeen this Count; what if you ſhou'd paſs far him ? 
San. Hum, I do net apprehend thee. 
Dal. A Man'of your Wit, and be fo ftupid ; you ſhall 
counterfeit the Count. 
Can. Counterfeit the Count, that's a pure Quibble ; but 
I can make no more oen't. *. 
Dal. He's an old Fellow, and a Fool: now, you ſhall 
take upon you to be this Count, to nnn, 
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and I'll keep your Counſel, and teach you how to re- | 


preſent him. | 

San. Oh, now I underſtand you; but tis impoſſible 
for me to counterfeit a Fool. 

Dal. I'll warrant you; truſt Nature. 4 

Fan. A Man of my Senſe can never hide his Parts. 

Dal. No, but you may ſhew em; go back to your 
Lodgings, I'll provide you Clothes, and fend you Direc- ' 
tions in Writing, how to behave your felf before my 
Father — One Ward more, be ſure you manage 
this in private, and ſhut out Carhs, leſt he ſhould dif 
cover our Intrigue. 10 

San. Well, I will ſtrive for once to get the better of 

my Wit, and play the Natural as naturally as I can: 


but you had better come your ſelf and teach me, for 


you have put me in a pure way of taking your In- 
ſtructions. ; e 1 Sancho. 

Dal. Aline] When I confider what has paſs'd be- 
tween the Count and me, there's little Reaſon to be- 
lieve, a Man ſhould put on a foul Shirt again, when he 
has put it off already, and has change of Linen by him; 
however, my Father fhall know nothing of this Diſ- 

iſe : for 4 that fold my firſt, Maidenhead to the 

rd, may fell my ſecond to the Fool; and that wou'd 
be too much in Conſcience, that a Woman once in 
twice ſhou'd not have the letting het own Freehold ; 
and therefore, I will have the ſelling of my ſelf, and 


Sancho ſhall have the refuſal of the 


Wiſe Heav'n, in pity to the gen, deſign'd: 

e 
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ACTI. s C EN EIL 


SCENE, Vittoria's Chamber, - 

Enter Alphonſo, ait Mufick. FR 

A Seng is ſung: wwhen it is beginning, Vieoria Enters . 
$ ON G of Jealouſy. * 


| HAT State of Life can be ſo ble At 
W 4: Love, that —— Lan, Breaf Þ * 
Tuo Souls in one, the ſame Defire 
To grant the Bliſs, and to require ! 
But if in Head n a Hell cue. find, 

*Tis all fr 9 thee, 

O Feahlouſy! 

*Tis all from thee, 


O Fealupy! 
| The Tyrant, Tyrant 3 
| Tyrant of the u / 
11 other Illi, tho ſharp they prove, 
Serve to refine, and perfect Love : 
In Abſence, or unkind e | 
Sweet Hope relieves the Paix. 
But ab, no Cure but Dedth 7. "755 
To fet us free 
From Fealouſy s 
5 2750 hw , 3 $6) 
> rant, Hy ab , 0 
2 r 1 NE. 00 of | 


Falk is thy Glaſs all Objees are, ' 
Same et too near, and Jome wy" ; = 
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Thou art the Fire of endleſs Night, 

The Fire that burns, and gives no * 
All Torments of the Dans d aue find 

In only thee, | 

O Fealouſy ! 

Thou Tyrant, Tyrant Fealouſy, 
Thou Brant of the Mind | 


Alb. T's true, my Tyrant Father has confin'd 
me ; 

But Love, who traverſes the Werld at will, 

Who knows not Awe, nor Law, nor Parentage, 

Has broke my Tedder, and enlarg d m Bounds. - 

Vie. Retire betimes, the Court is all of Eyes | 
As Eagles ſharp, fatal as Baſiliſques; 

Who live on Looking, and — — ſee no Death, 

Alph. I come but D depart, and go for ever: 
Becauſe denied the common Rights of Nature; 
Which the firſt Brother, and firſt Siſter had. 

Why were not you and I that Happy Pair ? 
But Nature doats with Age. 

Via. Whate'er it be, tis paſt redreſs, Apbonſo. 

Alþh. But then, ſhall Garcia take thee in his Arms? 
Glutted with Joys, which I wou'd die to taſte: 

No, let me ſtab the Wretch in eyery Vein : 
And leave hint dry of Pleaſure, ere we part. 

Vic. Alphonſo, no, you cannot kill Don Garcia, 
But you declare the Cauſe, and own your Love. 

 Alph. And what care I, what Afiroge ſay 
Alpbanſo did, to make Albhonſo happy ? 

But oh, you love; and wou'd preſerve his Life - 

To be for ever his. n 
Vie. My deareſt Brother ; 

1 Rival, and I die for you: 

All but my f tlefs Honour ſhall be yours. 

Alph. By Heav'n] but that Word Hear a comes croſs 
my 'Thoughts 
Vie. 1 for by r own, I Ie your Paſſion. 
You wou'd, I fear | 4 2 

Alph. 


* 
* 
* 


* 6 
* OI a : 
. 


3 "© Be 
$68 Love Turvurnant: Or, 
Ab. Enjoy my Heav'n one Moment — 

722 And part with it for ever: Think on that. — 
Ab. That Moment were Eternity in little: A 
A mighty Sum, but taken on content: N | 
To fave the tedious telling o'er and o er. 

Via. Oh, we are too long together. | | | 


Abb. Fear you that? | B. 

Vi. I ought to fear it; but I truſt my Virtue. | 
Dot, my — I will 1 8 = you whither ; Fx 
or fear I ſhou'd repent of my Repentan eh | | 
n Death. „ _ 
. I go, Viforia: | N J 

Wi ya cold Fit of Jealonfy returns ; . 


You muſt not be Der Garcia”s ; Swear, you will not, 
Vid. I fwear I will not, by my own Conſent. 
Alph. You may be forc'd ; oh, curſed Jealouſy, 

'Thou Baftard Son of Love, unlike thy Father, 

Why doſt thou ſtill torment me? | 
Via. Truſt my Honour. 
Ahh. That may be chaf'd into a Warmth, Vigoria. 


Talk, Seeing, Touching, are Incendianes. | A 
And theſe may mount your young Defires, like Straw, | 
To meet the Jett that draws you. ＋. 


2. er e but 1 fear y Beauty 
c 2 TV it, our —=— UU 
hg fair Fruit that hangs upon the n | 
Tempts, and is tempted. | 8 
| Seen and der 4 of all, while yet mp 
Seen a r* while 4 
But can be gather d by one ah, Han. | : 
Alph. That one, is Garcia; ſtill the Fit returns: 
J wiſh my Jealouſy cou'd qu-nch- my Love. 
Vid. It cannot, if I meaſure yours by mint: 
Or if extinguiſht, like a Trail of Smoak 
From a Wax — — ſoon wou' d light again. 
Alph. 'Tis fo; when I ſay I not love, 
Then I love moſt;; farewel-my only Joy, 
I go to hide me from the World and yon. . 
Vie. As when the Sun is down, mY 2 
His L git is clipt into a Thouſand Start. 


28 


8 


tt 
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So your ſweet Image, tho' you ſhine not on me, 
Will 


. 


gild the Horror of the Night, and make 
A pleaſing Scene of ſolitary Grief. 
Enter Veramond and Ximena, he with an Ovid 
in his Hand. 
Vera. How dar*ſt thou, Rebel, thus provoke my Patience 
Beyond all Sufferance, and tranſgreſs thy Bounds ? _ 
Alph. When Kings and Fathers, on their Sons and 
Exact intolerable things to bear, [Subjedts, 
Nature and Self-defence diſpenſe with Duty 
Vera. Oh Heav'n, er Sm kno IL committed: 
That 1 was puniſh'd to beget this Son ? 
Alph. I cou'd ask Heav'n another Queſtion too, 
But that tis not ſo decent: In few Words, 
Hither I came to take my lateſt Leave 
Of dear Yi#oria, then depart for ever: 


And buried in ſome ſolitary Cave, 
Forgetting and forgotten, end m Helo _.._ [nance. 
Vera. "Tis what thou haſt deſery'd : perform thy Po- 


Xim. So hard a Sentence for ſo ſmall a Fault ? 
Are you a Father, Sir ? 
Vera. Is he a Son? © 
Thou know'ſt not his Offence. ' 
But mark the glowing Blood, the Guilty Fluſh | 
Upon Victoria's Face, and read it there. 
Aim. I know not what you mean. 
Vera. Victoria, ſpeak 
And clear your ſelf She anſwers not a Word. 
Nay then my Fears are true, on both fides Guilty. 
2 LA. ] 'Tis found; and we are loft. 
Vera. 2 what needs more Conviction? Know yen 
& hewving the Ovid to Alphonſo. 
This Book ths Tutor of inceſtuous Love? 
The Page is doubled down, and points thee to thy Crime. 
I fear'd, before, from everv ro Oc Glance, 
How quick they ſhot upon th Siſter 5 22 
And ſhe receiv A them all, e ſmoakin 
Confeſs d the Fire, and anſwer'd to the Hang, 
Viz. I love my Brother, and avow that Fire! 
His Love to me, has rais'd his noble Thoughts 
Voz. VI. X To 
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To brave Atchievements, for your Crown and you, 
For Love's the Steel, that ſtrikes upon the Flint; 
Gives Coldneſs Heat, exerts the hidden Flame; 
And ſpreads the Sparkles round, to warm the World. 

Vera. Oh Heav'ns, ſhe makes a Merit of her Crime: 
FYieeria, I wou'd yet think better of the, 
And therefore dare I not enquire toe far: 
Willing to doubt the Guilt I fear to find.  * 

and anſwer not. : [Exit Victoria. 
For thee; whom I abhor to call my Son, 8 por Alphonſo, 
And wiſh thou wert a Stranger to my Bl 
Nin. | Afide.] That was a Nppy at, I muſt im 
prove it. 

Vera. One Way, and only one, remains to clear thee: 
If, with a holy Fire, thou lov'it thy Siſter, 
Aſpiring but to Fame, not ſinking down - 
Into th Abyſs of Luft unnatural, 
Conſent that ſhe may be Don Garcia's Wike : 
Elſe give the Lye to all thy fair Pretences, 
And ftand expos'd a Monſter of Mankind ; 
Foul as the Fiends, which fell from Heav'n's high! Tower, 
Fall thou from Empire ſo; and from my Sight 
Depart, accurſt for ever. 

Alph. Gladly I leave you; ; but ſhall $ more lightly, 
If eas'd of this your dreadful Ton 
O! let me go unloaded with — 4 A 
And I will bleſs you for my 

Vera. So may that Beling e or it Curſe o'ertake 
As thou obey'ſt-or difobey't my Will. che, 

Alpb. Guiltleſs of Sin, with e to my Friend, 
I go, to-ſhun that fatal Hour, that ſhews me 


: Vickoria married, and Aipbanſo loft. [ He's going 


Ain. Stay yet, Alphonſo, for one 2 ſtay: 
For ſomewhat, if I durſt, I have to ſpeak 


Which wou'd at leaſt take half th Load away; 
And free thy 2 from the Wage of Sin. 
Viera. Ximena, ſt thou to iir Inceſt, 
And gild io black a Crime ? " 

Xim. I gild it not; but if I prove it nane, 
Lou may be Kind, ”— may be e, 
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And theſe domeſtick Jars for a. ceaſe. 
Vera. Explain your: ſelf. 
Vin. Afford me then your 
A mighty. Secret labours in my — 
And like a ruſhing — — the Dam ; 
This Day muff give it vent, it reſts in you 
To make ãt end in a tempeſtuous Night, 
Or in a glorious Evening. 
my 105 —— Alpbon/s's haughty 
Xin. You at 
, His fiery Temper, and his cle Mag 
* Vera. Too true, Linena. 
her Avon ird Name, and yo . 
At your ature, and your U 
On each ſide unbecoming Son Jag: 
And yet the Cad of bk to be found. 
But ere I farther ſhall proceed to ſpeak, 
Command your Royal Priſoner to be brought; 
For I muſt be confronted with Ramirez : - * 
And in his Preſence tell you wondrous things; 
en, Which if he vouch not, let X;mena die. 
Vera. I ſent for him to hear his final Doom: 
And think he waits without. 
„ B Admit the Priſoner. [He goes to the Deer dente 
Enter Ramirez, guarded. 
Now, Sir, is yet your haughty Soul reſoly'd 
To quit your empty Title for your. Freedom ? 
ake Xim. Ramirez, anſwer not to raiſe his Paſſion ; 
Ke, For now th! important Secret of our Lives | 
nd, # Muſt come to publick View and on that Hinge 
Depends thy Crown, thy Liberty, and Lite, | | 
My Honour and thy Son's. - 0 
Abb. [ Hfde. ] Wie means my Mother > | 
Vera. A Son, Ramirez! | 
Ram. Yes, a Son I had. ! 
Vera. He die an Infant here in Saragoſa. 
Ram. A living Son I have; and ſince. the Queen 
Ihen & expoſe my Life, 8 
ore a Judge ſo Wali das you : / 
Vndaunted in the Face of Death I ſpeak ; ; 
nd X 2 Aal 


** 
FT 
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And claim A4/phonſo mine. 

Vera. There needs no mores tre che all det T 
My Wife's Adultery, foul Inter! By 
My own Diſhonour, that B Birth, ; A 


Xim. Injurious Words, unfitting you to f. 
And me, my Lord, and thoſe concern'd to 
Alpb. n 1 Tho' I wou'd give whateer the 80 


Not to be yours: yet, when my Mother's Fame 
Is queſtion'd, none ſhall wrong her Innocence: 
Nor mall Ramirez go 
Unpuniſht, for that infamous Aſperſion 
| 5 oo . Alphonſo, Peace, your Father bids 1 
Vera. Then, what am | 
Ram. His Foſter-Father. 
Vera. Impudently ſaid. 
And yet I hope tis true: ſo much 1 hate him, 
That I cou'd buy the publick Scorn to be 
An Alien to his "Blood. 
Xim. Haye patience, Sir ; 
And you ſhall have your Wiſh on cheaper Terms : 
But Lag me ſpeak. 
Vera. Good Heav'n, then give me Patience. 
Ain. When you and brave Ramirez,then your Friend, 
Me and my Siſter married, four full Years 
We paſs'd in barren Wedlock, Childleſs beth ; 
Ramirez, you remember, brought his Queen 
To Saragoſa on a friendly Viſit ; 
'Then as we both were married on one Day, 
We both conceiv'd together. 
Piera. I obſerve it: 
That when Ramirez came, you both gonceiy'd, * 
Mark that; and if they ke the Face, proceed. 
Xim. My Lord, I dare; 
You took me once aſide, and as your Rage 
Inſpir'd your Soul, ſpoke thus: Aima, know, 
That if the. Fruit thou bear'ſt, be not a Son, 
Henceforth, no more my Queen, we part for ever. 
The Word was hard, I bore it as I could: 


I pray'd, and Heay' n in Pity heard my Vows : 


rene rer 
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Two MF: in one fair Morning were diſclos d, 

By me, and by my Siſter; . 

And both the Fathers _ were bleſt. [ttly; 
Vera. Say one was bleſt with two; and ſpealc more 
Vin. Forbear this Language, Sir; or I am dumb: 

It ſeems that you deſery'd not him you ha- 

For, in ſev'n Days, Heay'n raviſht your Alphonſo 7 

My Siſter's little Yeramond ſurviv'd, 

And ſhe's a living Witneſs of this Truth. 

Great was my Grief, nd ei was my. Fear, 

From your (alas) too much experienc'd Anger. - 

Thus low reduc'd, and urg'd by ens anxious Thoughts, 

Of what I might expect from your Unkindneſs —- 

Now ſpeak, Ramirez; and relate the reſt : 

For my Tongue faulters, and denies its Office; 

So much I ſear my Lord ſhou'd take Offence. 
Ram. Then like, or diſapprove it, thus it wass 

She told my Wife and me this mournful Story, 

Her Fears for thy Reſentment of thy Loſs, 

If by Misfortune it ſhou'd reach thy Ears: 

Begg'd Secreſy, ard then implor'd our Aid, 

To tobftitote the Living for the Dead, $7 305 

And make our Yeramond paſs for thy Alphonſo. 

A hard R uſt; bur with Compation d 

At length, twas granted. ; 
Vera. Is this true, 2 ? 

Xim. So Heav'n and you forgive my pious Fraud, 

As what — — 1 . — 
Alþh. Oh jo ews! Oh ha 

To end in Night My Father, oY ay © 

[ Runs to „ Aucels to him, and Uſe ts Ham 

My Soul foreknew you with a ſure Preſage 

Of native Duty, and \ Love. 

Ram. Ariſe, my 

Vera. You on ave, then F 
Ram. I do. 

Vera. A welcome Riddance ; | 

Mean time, in 2 of a double Crown;  - | 

You gave the Sparrow leave to brood upon 

I” X 3. The. 


% 


EE OE /ent 


The Cuckoo's Egg, | ö . 
Sana The Advantage was to you.: 
prov'd his Blood upon me when we fought. 
Fir © Eagles never procreate fearful Doves : 
ſent him word he was. my Son, before 
The Battel, but the Hand of Fate was in it: 


The Note miſcarried, and we blindly met. 


Xim. Paſt Accidents imbitter both your Minds. 
Think forward, on your mutual Intereſt. - 
Alphonſo loves Vicboria: 

I faw it in the Seeds, before diſclos d 
To other Eyes; conniv'd at it, appphv'd it. 


Hera. A moſt commodious Mother ! 


Ae 
U 


Aim. Blame me not: 
Guilt there mas none, but. in their A Mon: 
And both their Virtues, barr'd ill Conſequences. 
Now take the bleft Occaſion by the Foretop ; 
And, on their Marriage, found a DN A 

Ram. A trivial Accident begot 
Some paltry Bounds of ill freer Earth, 

A Clod that lay betwixt us 9 | 
And royal Pride, on both fides, S 
Thus Monarchs quarrel, and their Subjects bletd- 
Remove your Land- marks, ſet ks n 
Stretch out your Arragon on my wr. 3 

And be once more my Br 

Auipb. I. implore it: 

And proſtrate, beg your "TR and your Gree: 
I have , offended in my proud Beta viour; 


| But thake iris mine, and what yoor Son | 


wanted, * lah nun 1 1 


In. Du | 
Shall pus be ſupp een 


{ 


— 


Xin. What wou on — more 7 
Vera. Fo her.] Are you the Mediatiix: of this Peace ? 
Aim. It well becomes the Softneſs of my Sex, 

To mediate for ſweet Peace, the beſt o * 8 
And like a Sabine Wife, to run an 


Relations lifted Swords. 


Fara. A rate chaſte Sabine you xz 9142 i 


X . 0 


«a _— am oo 0d . . 1 


- 
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To fave th Adulterer of thy Husband's Bed. 
See there A/phonſo's Father, that old Goat. 1 
Who on two Sifters propagated Luft : f 5 
And got two Children, for himſelf and me. 
Suppoſe thee chaſte, a favourable Gueſs 
To any of thy Sex, theſe are my Foes, | 
(To LR firſt, the former Sharer of my 

8 


A King without a Kingdom, thine 1s R—_— d; 

And Garcia with Victoria ſhall enjoy it | 
Ram. So monſtrouſly you wron your Wiſe and we 
Vera. No more, my Will is 


Ram. So Tyrants ſay. 
Vera. I will not hear thee 3 Conduct him hence, 


Ant RN = ok 's depth with Toads. 
Gaal carry of Bites: 


[To Alph.] For thee, 80 worthy Som of ſuch a Father 
[Walks _— himſelf. | 
Ain. 28 241 "Tis deſp'rate 8 with ill- 5 


Have ee Destruction. ö 
22 U or You have ſav'd me. 
Vera. 146618 toy I ſhould put th" ungrateſul Wretch 


He's thought my 'Son, and whilſt fo thought, tis dange- 
T' impriſon him; the People might rebel: (rows 
He's popular, and I am ill belov'd. 
Then baniſh him, that's beſt, but yet unſafe: 
He may with. Foreign Aid reconquer all. 
| Pl venture that, with Garcia to my Friend; 

| He ſhall recall his Troops, mine are at hand, 
| And ready preſt for Service. 
[He cames t Alph. and . 
: Xim. Now the Storm 
Vera. e Thy Doom's reſoly'd ; tos gentle for 
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Alph. Proud of my Exile, COS Face, 
I leave your Court, your Town, and our Dominion 
Pleas'd that I love, 2 leaſt without a Crime; 

Lighter by what I loſt, I tread in Air, 
Unhappy, but triumphant i in Deſpair. 


Exit Alphonſe 
era. Behold how haughtily he And away, 
Lofty and bold; as if not baniſh'd hence, 
But ſeeking for ſome other Place to reign. 
I think he cannot hope; but leſt he ſhou'd, 
Vickoria ſoon ſhall be Don Garcia's Bride. 


Io Ximena.] Go, Madam, for I know you are is 


To greet your Daughter with this good! News. 

Tell her - Alphon/a is no more my Son : 

But tell her too, he ſhall not be her Huſband. 

Bid her prepare hex ſelf to wed Nawarre: - 

Whether by Force or by Conſent, I care not: 

_ 'To-morrow ſhall determine that Affair. 1 

Nor ſhall my Will be fruſtrate, or delay'd : 

+ 5 EL Ppt unleſs they be obey d. 25 
[Exeunt Ambe. 


The S C E NE is in the Street, before Lopez's 
: Houſe. 1 


Enter Sancho, Babited like Don Alonza de Cardona, 
' ©  Dalinda meeting bim. 


Dal. 1 watch'd your Coming at the Window, and 
to my Father: He's comin out to welcome you. 

San. But if I chance to out into. a little Wit 
ſometimes, you'll excuſe my Frailty. 

Dal. Pugh, you are ſo ſuſpicious of your ſelf; and 
have ſo little Reaſon for't : Be as witty as you can ; [ 
. N 

Enter Don Lopez, ani ſalutes him. 
Noble Conde, you are welcome from the Wars: 
Ark who Gl def in the Rac, f E Tos 5 
- Hour ? | 22 
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che ;. Why, next my Honour, one Colonel Sancho/ 


beſt. 
= Who, Sancho? he's little better than a Con- 


b. 
gal. Nay, he has tos mueh Wit; if he had as muck 
Grace, twould be better for him. 

Los. But he's your Lordflip's Rival in my Daughter. 
San. Is he ſo? then make much of him, old Gentle- 
man. 
Lop. You would not have me prefer kim to your Ex- 
cellency ? 
is San. Faith, you can hardly chuſe anti, betwixt us 
two; he's my other ſelf, Man. | 
Zop. I a vaſt Difference betwixt you 
San. That ſhall be a very good Jeſt between you and 
me another time. 
Dal. CAfide 8 much 4 Fool, he's going 
to diſcover himſelf, 1 alc? roomy it not. —fo Lopez.} 
. Make hafte,- Father; him upon the Point, or: 
* 12 7 me up to gane 
| Let Sancho be no Fool, fince your Lordſhip* 
p. pra ; for he is not bound to make my Daughter any* 
tisfaſtion, as you are. 
San. And SatisfaRtion ſhe ſhall haye : What, I hope 
you don't think Lam a Eunuch? 

Dal. ¶ Afide.] Oh Heaven! I ſhall be rumd between 
8 them, I forgot to inſtruct my Father not to meddie with 
4 that Point: fTo-Lopez.]-Say no more of it, I beſeech 

you, Sir. 
8 Lop. [to Her. ] Tis for thy Good]; let me- alone $ You! 
know you have injur'd the poor Girl, my Lord. 

San. Not to my Remembrance, Sennor : Vou and FE 
may have quarreP'd, I confeſs, and I think I- may have” 
given you ſome hard Words to-day. 

IM E4fde.] Now: has he forgotten he's my Leal; 

s harping upon the Quarrel he had with him 25 
2 This muſt end in my Deſtruction. | 

Lop. Your Lordſhip and I ca 

day, for I have not ſeen you thi 
gam That's true now I reme 
nt - * 5 
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Dal. [te Sancho. ] Sir, I muſt needs ſpeak a Word 
with you in private ; If you love me, confeſs you haye 
enjoy d me; for I told my Father ſo, on purpoſe to 
make him the more condeſcending to the Match. . 

Sat, [to ber.] A. Word to the Wiſe, I underſtand 
voa: Now you ſhall ſee me OP upon the old Fellow. 

420 LIES Well, 2 won't . with you 

'a Night's Lodging with your ter, I ac- 
knowledge I have been a little familiar with her, or 0 , 
ſummate with her moſt abundantly, EF 

Lep. Then all ſhall be ſet right, and the Man ſhall 
| Enter Carlos habited like Sancho. | 

La. What, another Don Almo this is prodigious! 

Carl. ¶ Hide, ſceing Sancho. ] Bleſs me, the Poſt is 
taken ap and che true Count is here before me. 

Dal: LAſide.] This is not my Conde; but ſome other 
Comterfeit. [Zo Sancho. } You are as true a Count 2s 
he : 'Stand to your Likeneſs, 

San. Wou'd I were out of my Likeneſs. . 
| 20 | [Sneaking back. 

Dal. Put forward, Man, T'll ſecond you. h 

San. But what a deviliſh high Back he has gotten too? 

he'll carry me away a pick a pack, that's certain. 1 
Carl: | Aſfide ] I find him now: by their whiſpering, 
and by his Aukwardneſs, this muſt be Sancho; and I'll 

out-face him. | | | 
[7o Lopez ] Sennor Don Lopez, I am come by vour 
Permiſſion, to renew my Addreſſes to your fair Daughter. 
.- Your Lordſhip is moſt welcome. 
San. W hoſe Lordſhip ? | os 
| Top. Why, one of your Lordſhips; I know not which, 
for by your Backs you are both my Lords: That's as 
you two can agree the Matte. 

Eo {to Car/es.] Surah, where did you. ſteal that Back 

ef mine? 


Cart. 
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Card. Sirrah, Reba 8 it; but what He- 7 
Camel has your Mother dealing withal, that on 
are begotten in my Reſemblance? d 
* What, 17. you won't pretend to paſs for the. 
true Conde ? ö 
Carl. I am Don Alonzo de Cardona 
Can. And fo am I. | T 
Carl. If you Ray -a little longer, Il ſtretch your 
Bones till you are as ftreight as an Arrow. 
San. Do not provoke me; Iam miſchievouſſy bent. 
Carl. Nay, you are bent enough in Conſcience, but 
I have a bent Fiſt for Boxing. 
San. And I have a freight Foot for Kicking. 
[ come up to each other. 
| Here will be Blood ſhed immediately; hold No- 
ble- men both ; will ye be content that I ſhould examine 
ye. and then ftand to my Award which is the true Conde? 
San. Well, to fave Chriſtian Blood J will. 
Carl. And to fave Jewiſh Blood, that's your Blood, 
Sirrah, I am contented too. 
| Lop. [to Carhs.] What Command had you, my Lord, 
in the laſt Battel ? 
Carl. I had none, I was a Volunteer, and charg d 
. with Honourable Colonel Carlos in the F ight. 
or foo [to — 28 And what Command had-your 


San. I had 9 and I charg'd with that 
"= e both right, as I have heard. 
Afede are t, as I have 
| [to Sends] And what became of I afterwards ? 
T San. Now I am pos d: for Carks told me he knew no- 
, thing of the Count afterward : Sennor, I do not well re- 
member what became of me, for I was in a very great 
Paſſion ; but I did prodigious Things, that's certain. 
Carl. [to Lo] Sennor, you may ſee he's a Counter- 
feit, becauſe he knows nothing of himſelf; but I, the 
true Conde, was trodden under the Horſes Feet, and lay 


for dead above half an Hour. 
San. Well, ud now I nailer bly ſelf, VI ne. 


* 1 
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for dead too for juſt about half a Ver. 
To. [to Dal. ] This is the wrong Lord. he can fay 
nothing but what the other Lord has ſaid before him. 
Dal. Then he's the likelier to be the true Came, for 
he's a Fool; Father. £ 

Carl. You ſee, Sennor,. he does not remember what: 
became of him, as I ſaid before.. | 

- San. How wou'd yon have a Man remember, when 
he was laid for dead! | 
Carl. But I recover'd,. Rogue, and purſu'd the E- 


San. And I recover'd, and purſu'd *em. too, for a- 
- bove an hundred Miles together, at full Spetd. 
Lap. That's farther than you needed by threeſcore. 
Miles ; for tis but forty from the Place of Battel to the 
City.. | | 
Carl. Yes, at full Speed upon the ſame Horſe, and. 
never drew Bit neither. | ö 
L [to Dal.] Help me, dear Dalinda / I am bogg d 
2 | | 


Dal. ca him.]'That's with purſuing your Enemies toas. 
far ; 4 1! help you out . Lopez: ] Pray, 
Sir, let me examine em a little. 

Top. You'll make nothing of that firſt Conde. 
. Dal: Yes, a Son-in-Law, I warrant you. 
[To them. ] Which of you two promis'd me Marriage 7 

Beth... I did. 5 | 

Dal. [to Carl] And did you enjoy me: 

Carl. Heaven forbid, Madam: what, before Marriage? 
Dal. [to San.] And what did you ?. 

San. 1 did enjoy her, ſo I. did: and. there I was be- | 
fore you, for a:falſe Conde as you are. | | 

Carl. Speak for your. ſelf, Madam, and clear your. 
Reputation from that ſcandalous Companion. x 

Dal. [with her Fan before her Face.) I muſt conſeſe 
the true C ande has enjoy d me: the more my Frailty. 

Lep. The Matter mends on that Side. | 

San. Now Good-Man Gooſe-cap, who's the moſt a. 
Man of Honour, he who has enjoy'd a fair Lady, or 

he who has only lick d his Lips, and gone * £ 


2 
] 
1 


NATURA will prevaik. " its 
Carl. c 
contriv' betwixt em. 

Enter a Meſſenger. | 
 Meſ.” [to Dal.] Madam, I am ſent to PERS, 
Errant from the lags Coney Dan ety, who. was kill'd 
in the laſt Battel. ; 

2 You are miſtaken, Friend; for here he ſtands a- 
, and well. 1 
Aud for fear uf Failing, IE 
[Pang « Cre. 


Meſ. Do not abuſe your ſelf, Sennor, | 
is the true Conde: I took. him from under the Horſes. 
Feet, and he had only Life enough Wer remember me 
to my fair Dalinda. 

Lap. [te San.] What does your ip ay to this? 

San. He was fairly kill'd, I muſt or Fe 
give you a better — of his Lonhip bed 

Lop. You? why, who are you? | 

San. Nay; I am he too. 

Me/. You ſee he's a Counterfeit; and ſo is the other: 
. *Tis too true. | 

Dal. Did the Conde leave me nothing in his Will? 

Meſ. Not a Croſs, Madam. 

— There's the ſame Payment for: Your News; be 

r Fellow. [Exit Maſenger. 

0% Atleaſt I have the Satisfaction, that he's diicover'd. 
as well as Iam. [ Throwing 1 f 
Now, Sancho, you are welcome to the Di 


fine Intri 
Lok. has. Sancho, . Lmake good, my Word to you: 
Pe, the Conde is dead, you faireſt for my Daugh- 
ter; and you, Couſin Carlos, with your Wit and your 
Poverty, are in Statu Jus: Come away, Son-in-Law, - 
and leave the forſaken Lover to make himſelf a Willow 
Garland. [Exeunt Sancho, Lopez, and Dalinda 
Carl. Vet if I cou'd hinder Sancho from marrying her, 
J ſhou'd make my ſelf ſome Satisfaction. Þ Il on't 
farther ;: and ſomething comes into my Head already. 
* muſing. 


Zus. 


J 
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* -  '. Enter a "oY n 
Aub. Now Carls, what make you here in this Diſ. 
guiſe ? I have been looking for you at leaſt half an Hour. 
Carl. Only a Maſquerade, Sir, an innocent Diver. 
on in Times of Peace. | > 
Alph. No, Carls, Theſe are Times of War, not Peace: 
I muſt abruptly tell you what is paſt: - 
Jam Ramirez"s Son, not Veramond's. 
I love Vichoria, and for her am baniſh'd. * - | 
Carl. Juſt my own Condition: I have had a Revoly. 
tion in m Affairs too; I am baniſh'd, and going 
to look the next commodions Tree to make a wry 
Face upon it. | 
Alph. I know you Brave; and if you love me till, 
Follow my Fortune: yours ſhall be my Cafe. 
Our Army lies encamp'd without the Walls: 
Your Regiment is quarter'd in the Town : 
I think I can with Eaſe revolt the Troops, 
Becauſe. they love me; and with their Aſſiſtance 
Releaſe my Father, and redeem my Miſtreſs: 
While you and yours at an appointed Signal, 
Procure me Entrance. | 0 
Carl. Right; and force the Gate 
Ab. That's all I ask: I think my ſelf as worthy 
To wed Victoria, as this Foreign Prince: | 
But if you find Reluftance 2 Action, | 
Now ſpeak, that I may feek ſome other Friend. 
Carl. No, Sir; I ſhall never break with you for fo 
ſmall a Matter as a Rebellion: I warrant you for my 


Soldiers, they'll never flinch, when there's a Town to 


plunder. * 
Alpb. The Signal and the Time ſhall be concerted ; 
Vicboria be the Word | 


That happy Name our bold Attempt ſhall bleſs, 
And give an Omen of aſſur'd Succeſs. | 
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ACT IV. SCENE Hy 


The SCENE a Sirzet; with a Ti le at 5 
n 222 * 


1 Garcia, with ene, in his Hand $ ina 
Celidea.  - | 


Lug , 


Gar. MY I believe you, 'tis Victorias Hand? 
For tis a ſtrange Requeſt. 

Xim. So may it move your noble Mind to Pity, 
As what the Paper tells you is moſt true. 
She Base it me; and with a thouſand Si 
AT es Hoyes 8 open ba rom 

opes of Ha to ou. 

Gar. To break my Marriage off, renounce her *. 
To ſtand excluded from my promis d Bliſs, 
And as my proper Act to do all this ? 
Diſdainful, Faithleſs, and LU Maid! 


Cel. Diſdainful and Ungrateful; but not Faithleſs, + 
Becauſe ſhe never vow d nor promis'd Love, vr 


But only to A/phon/o. 


Xim. They loyd not as a Brother and a Siſter, 
But as the Fair and Brave each other love ; 
For Sympathy of Souls inſpir'd their Paſſion. 

Gar. 'That Sympathy which made him love Viaeria, 
Has caus d the ſame Effect of Love in me. 

Cel. But not in her: She lov'd him firſt, my Lord; 


And you befieg'd a Town alteady his. 


As you for her, others may die for you; 
And plead that Argument n Love, 
If 45 ſame Reaſon hold. 
Wk No doubt it wou'd, 

ere not my Soul already prepoſſoſt. 
Cu. So is Victoria's Soul for her Apbonſo, 
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And that's her Plea for Conſtancy to him. 
Car. My Reaſon is cenvinc'd, but not my Paſſiom 
Fer I muſt: love, and loving mult enjoy. 
Cel. Others muſt not enjoy, and yet muſt love. 
Vin. Loa cannot wed Vitoria but by Force: 
And Force can only make her Perſon yours. 
Think what a fatal Doom you paſs on her,. 
To our {elf half happy. | 
Gar. When ſhe's mine, 
IT will he her with @ dear a a ea, 
So zer Coldneſs with my warm Embraces,, 
That ſhe ſhall melt at length, hard as ſhe is; 
And run like ſtubborn Metal. 
Cel. No, my Lord, 
Victoria is not form 'd of Steel, bet Marble; 
Which is not made to melt, but flies the Fire; 
And neither yields nor ſoftens to the Flames. 
Gain her Eficem at leaſt, her Love is hopeleſs. 
Gar. Eſteem, a ſcanty, mean Reward of Paſſion, 


e not half the Value of the Lofs ! Pleaſures . 


Pay Scorn with Scorn, and make Revenge a 
s Minds ſhou'd do; and ſo-ſhou'd-I;; 
wir needs there more?* 
You ſee who loves you not — A1 | 
Vim. And ſhe wou'd ſay, you may behold who loves you; 
But Maiden —— — d her Tongue: 
Look on her E 3 * 
Cel. [Sfth.} A 2 they 
Ain. . — how ſhe whiſpers, like a RE «joke 
Which trembles thro” the Foreſt ; ſhe,- whoſe Eyes 
Meet ready Victory where e'er they glance; 
"Whom gazing Crouds admire,- whom Nations court, 
And (did her Praiſe become a Mother's Mouth) 
One who cou'd change the Worſhip of all NCR 
And make a new Religion where ſhe comes: 
Unite the differing Faith of all the World, 
To idolize her Face. / 
Gar. And well ſhe ma 
Her Eyes, her Lips, her Cheeks, berShaxe, hay Features 
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Seem to be drawn by Love's eum Hand ; by Love 
Himſelf in Love but oh, tis now too late, 
My Eyes have drank a Poiſon in before; 
A former Bafiliſk has ſeen me firſt. 
Yet know, fair Princeſs, if there were a Part 
In all my Breaſt, that cou'd receive a Wound, 
Your Eyes cou'd only give it. | 

Cel. 0 or gt Friends, when ſafe themſelves >-ſlioar, 
They lad, t driv'n againf — a 
* „they weep, counſel, an 7 
They firetch their unafifling Nands in vain 3 pray 


But none will plunge into the ra —— 
To ſave the r from 


Aim. Already Sick Bride 
Grief, Rage, dn, Prado = — 
Are equal in my — diff rent Fates: 

In one, to be conſtrainꝰd to be your Wiſe; 

In one, to be refus d. | 
Enter Veramond, and Victoria led as to Marriage: - 

Train follows ; and after it a Guard. 
Cel. Great Nature, break thy Chain, that links 

The Fabrick of this Globe, 4+ make a Chaos 

Like that within my Soul: Oh Heav'n unkind ! 

That gives us Paſſions ſtrong and unconſin dz 

And leaves us Reaſon for a vain Defence ; 

Too pow*rful Rebels, and too weak a Prince. 

[Garcia, Ximena, Celidea,mix with the Train, which 
walk as in Proceſſion, towards the Temple. 

Enter on the ſudden Alphonſo and Carlos at the Head of 
their Party ; ; the Soldiers attack the Guards, and King, 
and drive em off the Stage: Alphonſo Sghts with Gar- 
cia, grapples with bim, and gets him" under; in the | 
py. time Ximena, Victoria, and Celidea, retire is 

the Stage: When Garcia bs fall"n, Celidea 
hneels to Al 
Cel. Oh ſpare him, the noble Garcis's Lie: 
Or take the Forfeit in the Loſs of mine. 0 
How ha n 5% 
Who will not live for me! 2 
Albi. 


* 
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Apb. [Jo Garcia. ] Riſe, and be ſafe: 0 
3 you have any 'Thanks to pay, reſerue em a 
To give this Royal Maid. on 

Gar. [Ring. You'd been more kind 1 
To take my Lite; for I-wou'd throw it off: 
Diſhonour d as I am,” tis worn to Rags, 
. e 

"Wow, 3 [Exit follow/d Cs. 

Re-enter Veramond — and led by C 

Vera. al. Traitor! 

Alþh. Hold ch , old Man: 

I do,not love t inſu yoga; — a ö 
The thou haſt he his Ruin on chy c 97 

Vers. Avenging Heav'n ——— | | 

. 1 
Becauſe I held thee for my Father once. | 

Vera. Then wou'd I were th Farher, that my Curl 

Might take the ſurer Place, — 
Guard him hence ; 15 47 1 
| But uſe no Violence to his Royal Perſon: 4 
Call back the Soldiers, Carlis, from the Spoil. | £ : 
I fee dr eek Ka 
| no more of him, nor what is his. 
los refloresr to Veramond bis Sword with R be, 
hon. conduct him off; Ximena follows him: Al- 
yy ——— on them to the Door, and returns.” . | 
48. W Rave you Gone,” Alphonſo? ö 
Alph. What I ought, © | 
Obtam'd the glorious Prize for which.I fought ; 
- Redeem'd you from a Father's 'Fyranny 3 

And from a hated Rival ſet you free: 

Remove, my Fair, from this unhappy Place; Wnt 

The Scene of Sorrows; Suff rings, and Diſgrace : - 

To my victorious with meremove ; | 
The Scene of Triumph, and rewarded Love. 
Via. Murr has been preſent wits your Arms to Day, 
But Love and have been far away : 
You forc'd me a RivaPs Pow'r, Tknowz +. © 
But then you forc'd me from a Father's too. 2a 


ann e 73 


487 


Abb. What, Words are theſe! 1 feel my enn 
Forſake my Limbs, my curdl'd Blood retreat: þ 
Too much amaz'd to ſpeak, in this Surpriae, 

With ſilent : Grief, on yours I fix my Eyes: 7. 


To learn the Reaſons of your — 51 
To read your cruel Doom, and my Offene. 
Vid. Your Arms, and glorious Action, Lapproves 
Eſteem your Honour, embrace your Love. 
Alph. My Soul recovers, as a gentle Show'r | 
Refreſhes and revives a droeping Flow r. 
I'm yours ſo much, ſo liitle am my o m: 
Your Smiles are Life, and Death is in your Frown- | 
Vit. But oh, a hard Requeſt is yet behinds 
Which, for my ſake, endure with equal Mind: 
Your Debt of Honour you have clear'd this Day 4 3 
But mine of Duty, ſtill remains to pay: YES 
Reſtore my Liberty, and let me go 
To make a fall Dilchurge: of :all & owes- _ 
Alph. What beben but thoſe of Love have you to clear ? 
Are you not free, are yon not Sovereign here? 
52 were you not a Slave, before I broke 
r fatal Chains, and loos'd you — Tolwd. | 
Vid. Tis true, I was ; but that Captivity, 0 
Tho? hard to bear, was more becoming me. 
A Slave I ams but Nature made me ſo : 
Slave to my Father, not my Father's Foe:  _ 1 
Since, then, you have dechr'd me free, this Hour 
I put my ſelf within a-Parent's Power. 
4/ph, Cruel — pres would you go from hence, 
And leave a defolate, 
Is this the Freedem you — me: 
Are theſe the Vows, — this the 9 
Put off the Maſk : For I too well 
Whom you reſolve to love, and — 
Go, teach me at my on Expence, to nd 
What Change a Day can make in W 
Vid. Thinle not a Day, or Mag Cie ** Er 
Figeria's Hear ale ygrmor nag . eee 


- 
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14 Vos you my Faith: And I 
ows once more, to love but wo. | 

Ahph.Youvow'd no Time our Fortune ſhou'd divide: 
Au wel 'twas kept, like all your Vows beſide, 
When cen this Hour you went to be a Bride. 


Via. I went; but was ſecurely firſt d. 
e Seer: <4 Redemption, or my Guard. 
[Pull out a Dagger 


Let this your cauſeleſs Jealouſy remove; 

And learn no more to doubt Victoria's Love. 
Alþh. That fatal Proef I never did defire. 
Via. And yet a Proof more fatal you require. 

Which would, with Infamy, my Name purlue ; 

To 1 Father, and to follow you. 

— Love you forfeit, if you go away. 1 
Fn I forfeit my Obedience if I ſtay. 80 
Alph. You may transfer your Duty, and be mine. 80 

B 
H 


Vi#. Ves, when m Father ſhall his Claim reſign; 
For when the Nu Knot our Love aſſures, 
All that was his before, is, after, yours. [ſwore. 
Alph. Then, when you vow'd your Love, you falſly 
Vid. I love you much, F 7 
Alph. You hate my Rival, yet you the wa 
17 die pn ure . : 
Vid. Beaſts fear not more to be the Hunter's Spoil. 
Aiph. Then ſure you would not run into the Toil. 
"How ill your Actions with your Words agree 
Vie. - This Friend s Al at hand to {et me five, 
ing ap the Daggers 
Abb. P | 
Rather return into our Father's Pow'r. 
Rather return into hit Arms again, . 
For whom your loſt 4/phon/ſo you diſdain. 
If one muſt die, to ſet your Honour free, p 
| xd xy bogs caſt the Lot on me. 
— y way to clear my Fame ; 
9 be branded with a Coward's Name, 
If baſely I reſign Victeria's Charms, | 
Aud tamely give you to my Rival's Arms. 


Lia 


— 
- 
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vis. To gie me to my Father is no Crime. | 
Ab. Ti [he lame ; WW | 


Ve — Man! 


Er ive, and all I can: | 
But if my D 1 to you, 
Be Gatisfy'd with that Love can do. 

Alph. Not fatisfy'd ; but yet your Will ſhall be | 
Like Fate's inviolable Law to me. 
Since my unhappy Stars wall have it ſo, 7 

from hence, and leave your Father's Foe. BY 
Go then ; but rr go: for while you _ g 


2 Rack ſelf decay; 
Moment 1 a Part of me away. 
471 [ wiſh I with my Duty could diſpenſe ; 
Heay'n knows how loth I am to part from hence: 
So, from the Seal is ſoften'd Wax disjoin'd ; 
So, from the. Mother Plant, the tender Rind: 
But take the lateſt Pledge that Love can give; 
Have Courage, and for your /;#oria live. 
[be offers him her Hand, he kiſſes it: Exit Vittoria, 
he looking after her. 
Enter Ramirez, e Rane embraces 
Ram. Prop of my A _— of my Youth, 
But ſuch as 1 5 excels ” Original 
Ten thouſand Bleflings on _ fr this Deed. 
No He .Heay'n and my Fate ſpeak other Language to 
W none, but Millions of their Curſes, 
burning Glaſſes, with contraQted Beams, 
pon. pointed on my Head. , 
Ram. What Words are theſe, enthisauſpicion Day 
Alph. Oh fly me, fly me, Sir.; 
Leſt the Contagion of my Woes, 
Pollute my Father's Joys ; Victoria's | 
And with her went A/phonſo's Lite, Soul. oof 
Ram. You had her in your Power ; and were too eaſy, 
Alph. Or rather ſhe too cruel. 
Her . forc'd her hence, in form of Loye. 


N 


/ 


Ram. 
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Ram. You muſt reſume y Arms; 7 * 
Aud force. ber Father's Will, to ma x yours 
Why, like a Woman, ſtand you thus who, 
Born to the Strength, and Ocumge of a Alan? 
Roure up your Spirits to a juſt Revenge ; 
Like Lightang waſtful, — like Thunder loud. 
Rivers of B ſhall run about the Town; 
For which : CEE pane oe 
Garcia die, and by his Death, remove 
—— Caufe of Jextouſy and 1 Love; | 
he King ungrateful King, ll , 
| . our IIls, the curſt Original. | 
Alb. Beleech you, Sir, no more. 
* 935 Son? SH 
or ve giv'n. my Soul ſo a Swing, 
— in with . 
a Ti bobs buck a it too far. * | 
You've ſet N of ſo vaſt Deſtruction 15 
Before my 8 Reaſon ſhuns th* A ay 
And 2 ere n 
Na. IS oſweet a Morſel, 
That Heav'n es it For i its proper Taſte, 
Ls ũt ſo ſoon diſ·reliſſit? 
Tix thy Whathave the People done ? the Sh TOs 
ſhould periſh for the Shepherd 's Fault | 
rw Adria yearty Wool, to clothe their — 
en bare themſelves, are. culPd fer Slaughter. 
Aal d i, what could the Wolf do more, 
Than what the Maſter did ? 
Ram. Ehen Garcia, 'muſt he ſcape? 
Ab. Tis true, I had him at my a 
 Fſhouldhave-kill'd him then, or once forgiven, 
— er, oy" him now. 
Afeae. ] His noble Soul relents ! 
ut then 1 Vitoria to his Arms; 
A rake my nn Sera — 
yet. if ſhe 
Is killin him the loves the Way to I 
No, let —— — die; 


44 


The Gal of their Rebellion makes em yours. 


eee vll prevail. © 40 


Who, arg 5 ot Father [7 
When I 7 0 Love, then hated me. 


wt 


Ram. Hold hold, Alibuk z Heay'n and 
Who have a Father's Title to your Life, 
Forbid that Parricide. 

Alph. Wou'd you refuſe a Mad-man leave to ſleep ? 
"Tis dleep muſt cure me, and that Sleep is Death. | 
Ram. A Mad-man muſt be cool'd, to make him . 

1 have prepar'd a gentle Opiat for you, : 

One Moment's Patience, and 1 will na; it: 

You ſee me diſpoſſeſt of all my Stato _ | 
Alph. Yes, to my Grief: and to enhance that Grief, 


"Tis to my Sword, my Father owes his Ruin. 


Ram. And tis that only Sword that can reſtore me. 
It miſt, a ought : you owe it to your Duty. 

Alph. Duty was what Fi#aoria urg'd to me: 

I Hate that fl Work becauſe the us'd it; 
And for a crael Father, left her Love. 

Ram. Cou'd the do that, ** aa, 
Which you refuſe to me 98 ; 
The gering Troops o are yours: 

You on their Idol, _ their Soul. 
Conduct me home, and with their Aid reſtore me; 


And that once- done, we ſhall not need to treat; 


For Veramend himſelf will ſend, and ſue 
For that Alliance, which his Pride now ſcorns. 
Alph. Long ere that time, Vickoria will be Garcis's: 
Her Father St not loſe on: 8 8 ſpace, 
To gratify his Vengeance with my Ruin: 
If on 'd force kim, this muſt be the Time; 


Which fince I now refuſe, tis loſt for ever. 


Hear then; and take it as. my laſt Reſolve ; | 
Lead you the Troops: you need not fear their Faith: 


With | 


* — 
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With them, and with your own, reſtore your ſelf. 
Nam. Then what becomes of you ? 
Alph. No matter what. ox! 
Provide your {elf of ſome more worthy Heir, 
ou I am loſt, beyond Redemption loſt ; 
arewel the Joys of Empire from this Moment : 
Farewel the Honours of the duſty Field; 
menen made} zee | 
ngirds his Sword, and lays it down. 
And may it gird ſome happier Soldier's 842 | 
For nothing it could gain, can countervail 
To me, the Loſs of my Victoria's Love. 
Your Bleſſing, and farewel [ Kneels, 
Ram. Alas, I fear ſome fatal Reſolution 
Is harbour'd in your Soul: If thus you leave me, 
My Mind forebodes, we never more ſhall meet. 
Alph. Give not fo black an Omen to this Parting. . 
For we may meet again, if Heav'n thinks fit 
A Beam of Comfort, like the Moon thro' Clouds, 


 Gilds the brown Horror, and directs my Way. 


Blaſt not my Purpoſe, by Leave, 

Nor aſk the Means : But know I will not die, 

Till I have prov'd ti extremeſt Remedy. 

And if, unarm'd, I go to tempt my Fate, 

Think my Deſpair is from Victoria's Hate. | 
[Exit Alphonſo, 


Ram. I might have us'd the Pow'r Heav'n gives to Pa- 
And hinder'd his Departure: ; [rents, 


But ſomewhat of Divine controul'd my Tongue; 

For Heroes Souls, irregular to us, 
Yet move like Planets in their proper Sphere ; 
Performing even Courſe, | 
In Paths uneven to Beholders Eyes. 

| ; [ Pauſes a bith. 

[7% Carlos. ] His Words, myſterious as they were, imported 
Some deſperate Deſign, which I muſt watch, 
And therefore dare not lead the Forces far: 
But camp'd without the Town, at ſome ſmall Diſtance, 
I' expect the Iſſue, and prevent his Death. », . 

| FY 
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Carl. Sir, what Orders give you? for you are now 
one Gens l. ca l en es Oh. ; 

Ram. Follow, and you ſhall know —— 

** * Ii Ramirez. 

Carl. Follow ! whither ? No Plunder, when the Town 
was fairly taken! there's a hopeful General to follow ; 
the Son and Father are both gone away, without preyi- 
ding for me, who betray'd the City to 'em ; a fine In- 
couragement for Virtue! Well, theſe Monarchs make 
no more of us Soldiers, when their turn is ſerv'd, than 
we make of our old batter'd Horſes; to put us off for 
Stallions, is the beſt that can become of us : And thoſe 
indeed are my preſent Circumſtances: Dalinda will 
none, and Sancho is juſt mounting; if I get not between, 
and thruſt him off: For which purpoſe I have inſinua- 
ted to him that I have left Dalinda for his ſake, and 
am upon another Scent —— Yender he comes: This, 
and another Lye which I have ready coin'd, will go 
near to ſpoil his Market. 

San. Well, Carlu, the Hurly Burly's quite over; I 
met Ramirez marching off the Army ; and juſt after- 
wards appear'd a Fellow in a Fool's Coat on Horſe- 
back, with three Trumpets; Herod, I think they call'd 
him ; ſome ſuch Jewiſh Name. | | 

Carl. A Herald at Arms you mean. 

San. It may be ſo; but I ſhould have taken him for 
ſome Pardonner, for he ſcatter'd Indulgences by Hand- 
fuls to the People, but only they paid nothing for 'em. - 

Carl. But did he proclaim nothing ? 

San. Oh, yes; and now I remember, he began his 
Speech with, O Let, too; he proclaim'd a General Par- 
don to all Rebels, of which Number, you know, you 
and I, Cart, were two Ring- leaders. 3 

Carl. Then farewel Ramirez, cen trudge on 
your ſelf, for there's an end of my Expedition; I wi 
lay down my Arms like a gutiful Subject, and ſubmit 
to his Maj a ale priya un. a 
* Very good; and try f other touch for Dalinda, 

you ? 

You. VI. * Carl. 


* Lo vx nn rn 4 ur: Or, 


San. Pump, pump, Carli, for that's to be inven 


7 Cart. Oy an of: Head a little : "Tis the dent 
Counts Sitter ; a great fince her Brother died, 
but ſomewhat homely : She has already made ſome Ad. 
vances to me, or 21 1 

San. And will you fay Ts have axd to hold, with 
ugly Woman ? 

Carl. Yes, and For Better for Wor fe, that r Virgin 
or for Whore, as you will, Sancho; who are lifting your 
ſelf into the Honourable Company of Cuckolds. 

San. What, a Heroe as T am, to be a Cuckold ? 

Carl. Do not diſdain your ing; Julius Ceſar 
Was one before you: the Count has her by her own 
Confeſſion ; lo hes a Nobleman's Dowager, for your 


N e 
ugh, ſhe deny 'd it afterwards; that vas but 
cor of he Countenance, 

Carl. What if it prove a Copy of the Conde's Counte- 
nance, do you think ſhe had not a Baſtard by him? 
Pater That was only a Plot betwixt us to cheat her 

ather. 

Carl. Did her Father know nothing of it ? 

San. Not a Syllable. 

Carl. Then when he believ'd you to be the Count, 
how came he to charge you with enjaying her ? 

San. That is ſomething to the Purpoſe: but now I 
think on't, tis nothing neither; tis but asking her the 
Queſtion, and I know ſhe'll! ſatisfy me 

Carl. And you are reſolv'd to take her Word ? 

San. Rather than yours; for you may have a mind 
to have a lick at the Heney-pot y bur ſelf. 

Carl. Farewel; you know I kave cther Buſineſs up- 

on the Stocks. . [Seems out. 
San. Stay, Carbs; I'm afraid you know 
more of this bawdy EN, 


Carl. 


for 
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ake, | Earl. Becks, not. I. 

% Sar. Fecks ! what a ſneaking Oath is that, for a Man 

of Honour? Swear me blooduly | —_ a Soldier, if you 

won't Witkoars I beli Jr at  there- 
Carl. Without Swearing, ieve 

i er Thar e Seel and maker 

Az San. That is, 1 and 


of 
A 

marry Dali may prev ou, 
g if you make not haſte. _ . 
gn 3 Tha hat-chanted me fi cb, that 1 cn d cm- 
out dit one Syllable thou ſay'ſt. 


Carl. #7 out.] Then tale your Fortune. | 
tos folk out - bis a n 
r Face, and drops a 
wi FF Yonder comes De/inda ; 1 42. "4 by her Trip. PIF 
our F watch their Greeting. Exit. 


San. The Rogue's malicious, and wou'd have me 
ta Y marry her in ſpite ; beſides he's off and on at o de- 
viliſh a Rate, a Man knows not where to have him: 
Well, I am reſolv d in the firſt Place not to follow the 
Rogue's Counſel, I will not-marry her becauſe he ad- 
er visd me to it; and yet I will marry her, becauſe he 
counſell'd me not to marry her: Hey-day, I will marry 
her, and I will not marry her! what's the Meaning of 

this, Friend Sancho ? 
t, Thars taking che Rogue's Advice one way or t'other. 


[Sees the Letter and takes it 
What, has he dropt 


a Letter! To whom is it direct ? 
to Dan Carlos D' Harra, that's himſelf, 
(Mutters, as reading to bimſth. 


D Fair, and a Fortune; but marry her nat ; for 
my Knowledge (Pox confound him for his Knowledge) 
hek has had a—— (What a —— Mr. Friend?) 4: ha a 
Baſtard, by the late Conde: (Ay, I thought as much.) 
But his Sifler Leonora is in Love ith you. +27 


Damn it, I'll read no more: It agrees with what he 
| firſt told me: my a 
' 2 cre 


496 Love TRTUUHYHANT: Or, 
” Here ſhe comes too, j * 


| but J ſhall be very Laconick with her. 
* Enter Dalinda. 


Dal. 8 familiar —— 
San. So have y 
Dal. With your r Mil | | 

San. With the Conde ring Mem 

Dal. A fine Salutation! . 
San. A final Parting. 
Dal. 1 
San. Will you go in? | 
Dal. Come, look upon me. 1 


(She makes the Doux Yeux to bin, 
Jan. I have no Eyes. = 


Dal. Then I muſt ware? dad ep: i 

' ers, and he pulls back. * 
845 I have no Hands neithe 
> Did, How's this T have bee but too kind * 
San. Yes, to the Conde. | 
| Dal. Pugh, that was a Jeſt, you know. 
San. Tis turn'd to earneſt. 
Dal. You know twas of my C 
San. And of your bringing forth too. 
- Dal. What did I bring forth? 
San. A Baſtard. 75 
Dal. O Impudent ! | 
San. Woman. 
Dal. What Proof have you of that Scandal ? 
San. This, with a Pox to ye. 


| [Throws her the Letter. 

Patience, oh ye Gods ! [Exit. 

[She takes up the Note, and as foe 15 reading it, 
Re-enter Carlos. 


Carl. Much 228 may do you with your Nate, Ma- 
OTE: I think I am reveng'd at full ; your Cully 
has forſaken you. 

Dal. Well, ee from you, Couſin 
. | | c 
| | vor 
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Carl. What did you take me for? King Log in Rs 
Fables, for you to inſult me, and play at bn hurt ht 
| yer me ? Dil not yu besen m. e Feld 
Dal. But was not this a terrible Revenge of yours? 
muſt you needs ſhew him the Letter which has ruin'd 
my Reputation, and loſt my Fortune? Am I the firſt 
frail Creature, that had the Misfortune of two Great 
Bellies, and yet afterwards was decently married, and 
paſs'd for a Virgin? | 
Carl. Nay, don't aggravate the Matter: conſult your 
Note, and you'll find but one Baſtard charged upon 
you ; you ſee I was not for laying Loaders. 
Dal. A great Courteſy to bate me one, as if that was 
not en to do my Buſineſs, | | 
35 Carl. Well, ſuppoſe J ſhow'd diſcover. this Contri- 
®Y vanceof mine; ſet all right "again? - - 82,278 
Dal. [ Afide, ] Contrivance ; oh Heav'n ! I've undone 
my ſelf, by confeſſing all too ſoon. * EN 
Carl. If I ſhow'd prove you innocent, you'd pre ve 
ungrateful ? 
Dal. No, you know I always lov'd you, 
Carl. You've ſhown it moſt abundantly, in chafing 
— Y ſpeak truly than | think I have 
Dal. Vou more ou think: I have, 
ſhewn it. For, fince I muſt confels the Truth to you, 
I am no Fortune: my Father, tho' he bears it high to 
put me off, has mortgag?d his Eſtate : We keep Ser- 
vants for Shew, and when we ſhou'd pay their Wages, - 
pick a- Quarrel with their Service, and turn em off 
pennyleſs. There's neither Sheet nor Shirt in the 
whole Family; the Lodging- Rooms are furniſht with 
Loam: and bare M es are the Beds. The Dining- 
Room plays the Hypocrite for all the Houſe ; for all the 
Furniture is there: when Strangers dine with us, we eat 
before the Servants, and then they faſt; but when we 
dine alone, tis all a Muſs : They icramble for Victuals, 
before tis ſery'd up, and then we faſt. 
Carl. The Spirit of Famine comes upon me, at thæ 
very Delcription of it. / 9 
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Dal. Now fince neither you nor nor I have Fortunes, what 
ſhou'd we do „ unleſs we ſhou'd turn Canibal, 
and eat up one another ? But if you wou'd make up thi 
foul Buſineſs, and help me to that rich Fool Sancho, I 
ſay no more, but—— 
Carl. But thou wou'dſt be kind to me; ſpeak ou, 
for I dare not truft thee, thou'rt ſuch a Woman. 
Dal. You ſhowd- | 
Carl. What ſhou'd I ? 
Dal. Why, you ſhowd 
Carl. Well, well, I will believe thee, tho' my Heart 
miſgives me plaguily. And therefore, in the firſt Place, 
beg your Pardon for the Scandal I have laid 
In the next, 1 reſtore your Virginity, and. ders 


your 
Dal. And you'll tell Sancho 'twas a forg'd Letter. 
Carl. No doubt en't; for I wrote it to my ſelf; and 


out of Revenge invented the whole Story. 


Dal. But ſu , dear Couſin, that Sancho. ſhou'd 
not believe all this to be your Invention; and ſhou'd 
Mill ſuſpe& the Letter to be true)? 

Carl. I can eaſily convince him, A BI 
Hand again, in which that Letter was indi 

Dal. That's an excellent Expedient; but do it now; 
for a Woman can never be clear'd too ſoon. 
© Carl. But when you are clear'd, yrs forget yout 
Promiſe to me 

Dal. But if I am not clear'd, I cannot marry bim; 
nor be put in a Way to keep my Promiſe. Come, PI ll 
hold my Hand, write upon it, I always carry Fen-and 
Ink about me. 

Carl. Let me ſeal my Affection firſt : Lx, her Hand. 
Now, what ſhou'd I write? 

Dal. Only theſe Words at the Bottom of the Note, 
5 8 
This Letter was wholly forg'd by me, Carhs. 


LH kneels and Writer. 
Carl. 'There — d 
[Give i ber, fe ute it in buy Pocket 
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MA. goto what made you confeſs a 
of Baſtards, have you indeed been dabbling ? "IR 

Dal. Whe, I — Ode impudent Fellow ! 
J only footh'd thee up in thy Villainy, to make thee he- 
tray thy own Plot. I confeſs'd ran for ly, to make thee 
confeſs air. 1 1 thy own onſcience, know 
I did. Seems ta weep. 

Carl. But 0 you "re married, you'l remember your 
Promiſe ? 

Dal. What Promile ? 

Carl. That I ſhould——_ 

Dal. Shou'd what? W 

Carl. Muſt L tell you? * : 

Dal. No, I'll tell you; I faid you ſhou'd, Sto gon 
ſhall, be cozen'd in your Expectation. 

Carl. I foreboded this ; and yet was Fool enough to 
nd truſt thee; give me back my Letter. 
| Dal. W hat, deliver up my Evidence, that's the Teſti- 
1d mony of my Virtue, and thy Wickedneſs? - 
'd Carl. Pl ſearch your Petticoat. 

Dal. Dare but Wack my Petticoat, and ru cry outa 
ne Rape againſt thee. 
; Carl. Oh thou Ewe of Genefis 3 thou wou dſt bave 
3 tempted the Serpent, if thou hadſt been there. 

Bal. The next News you hear is of my Wedding ; be 
patient, and you ſhall be invited to the Dinner. 
Car. 1 no more, but I'll go home and indite Jam 
bicks; thou ſhalt not want for an Epitha/amium ; III do 
wy Buſineſs in Verſe. [ Exit. 

Dat. My Comfort is, I have done your Buſineſs in 
Proſe, already. 


of The Wittiell Spe al is babe AE 
*Tis' our P ive, to make em Fools. 


rerogati | 
For one ſweet Look, the Rich, the Beaux, the Braves, 
And all Mankind, run headlong to be Slaves. 
Ours is the Harveſt which thoſe Fadiant mow 3; 


Ne bur we r eee 
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— SCENE, Yan Hue 


Sancho, Lopez, Dalinda. Carlos meeting them. 


Carl. Wo Joy, Mr. Brid and Mrs. Bride; 
ED . ſee I have your Invitation. 
San. thou art welcome, as 4 Witneſs of my Tri 


umph. 

Carl. I cou'd tell Tales, that wou'd ſpoil your Appe- 
tite, both to your Dinner and your Bride : IVE think 
you are married to a vaſt Fortune. 

Dal. A better, perhaps, than you imagine 
La. For if Sancho looks into his Writings, he'll find 
that my Eſtate was mortgag'd to his Father. 

San. Then wou'd I had lookt into my Writings be- 
ſone I had lookt fo far into your Daughter. 

Dal. My Father's Fortune will be yours at laſt: and 
I have but redeem'd it for you. 

San. I'm ſure I'm married without Redemprion 1 

Carl. You muſt take the good and — hut 
be cn vp ame Cur muſt be content to be 
a little 
Dal. The Count's Siſter, I hope, has Claws for you 

$00. 

Carl. That was invented in hopes of you, Da- 
finda : tho' now I thank my Stars that I have miſs'd 
vou: ſor two Wits without Fortunes, wou'd be like 
$wo Milſtones without Corn betwixt em; they wou'd 
only grind upon one another, and make aterrible Noiſe, 
but no Meal wou'd follow. | 
Enter a Nurſe hading a Boy and a Girl. 
Nurſe. Madam, here are two poor Orphans, that 


hearing you are married, come to dine with you. 1 
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Dal. 2255 My two Baſtards ! I am undone : what 
ſhall I em? 
Lep. [4 J The Devil take my damn'd Grand- 
Children for their unſeaſonable Viſit. 
San Welcome, welcome: They're come a mumming 
$0. grace 8 NR het. t you. , 
Carl. come to ſup and lodge, 
az well as dine Sk — * 2 "_ 
[70 There's two es for you; ; take 
by 2 em again to Morrow Morning. 
Nurſe. Thank your 1 Come away, Children; 
but firſt I muſt deliver a Note to this Gentleman: Don 
Carlos, I am ſure you remember me. 
ri. 77 him a Nerv. 
Carl. Did not you wait on Donna Leonora, the 
de- Condes Siſter? | 
nk Nurſe. Have you forgotten vez, the faithful T e 
of your Affection? Read your Letter; there's better 
News than you deſerve. 
d [Carlos reads his Letter to himſelf; 
Dal. [to » Auf) Steal away, dear Nurſe, while he's 
| re's more Money for you; fear not, 
you ſhall be duly paid ; for I am married to one whe 
can provide for them. 
Nurſe. [to her.) Well I'll keep your Credit: but re- 
member. ** xit Nath, with the Children. 
Carl. [after Reading. ] Poor loving Creature, ſhe is 
een too conſtant ; I cou'd never have expected this 
from her: Look you is, you ſhall ſee I have na 
Reaſon to envy your Fortune, Sancho. 
[Looks about Bim. 
How now, what's become of the Nurſe-and the two 
Children ? | 
Dal. They wou'd have deer tat" bob troubleſome: 
Gueſts, and are gone away. 
Cart. By your, Fayour 1 ſhall make bold to eall em 
back a Exit Carlos. 


Dal Un Lee. Oh dae Vii! I difcover: 
Ys e 


3 
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Lop. The beſt on't is, you're married. 
Dal. But we have not conſummated : I could have f 
wheedled Mr. Bridegroom to Night, that ere to Mor. 

row Morning he ſhou'd have forgiven me. 
Re-enter Carlos, with Nurſe and Children. 

Carl. Come, Nurſe, no more mincing Matters; your 
Lady's Orders in my Letter muſt be obey'd: I muſt 
find a Father and Mother for the Children in this Com- 
ne Whale pretty Children are theſe, Carli, that 

you are to for ? 

Carl. 2 en your Bride's, Sancho, at your Service : 
Children, do pe r Duty to your Mother. 

Children. [ Kneeling.] — your Blefling. 

San. Hey Day, what's here 4 do!? Are theſe the 
Iſſue of your Body, Madam Bride? 

Carl. Yes; and they are now Children by the 
Mother's Side: the late Conde p his Service to ou, 
with theſe two Pledges of his Affection to your Wife. 

San ls it even thus, Dalinda ? 

Lop. Chriſtian Patience, Son- in-La r. 
San. Chriſtian Patience ! I fay 8 _—_ 
enough to make me turn Jew again, my Father of 
Hebrew Memory. , 


Can. You may make your Aſſault, Colonel, without 


; the Breach is oh made to your Thin: 

San. Ay, the Devil take him that ſtorm'd it firft. 

Carl. 8 well of the Dead. 

Dal. | Kneeling.] And forgive the Living. 

San. Oh Daknda! no more Dalinda, but Datilab the 
_Philiftine : Cou d you find none but me to practiſe on? 

coke —_ — you than upon Fouls Far goo? 1+ 
ture ta cription upon a ool's Face, 
Cheats ae refed thither. - 5 
* There's no recalling what's done. 

— You never ſaid a . Word, N ; 
done, indeed, to my Sorrow. 4 
Carl. If you 2 undo it, Sancho, it were ſome- 
thing; . your only Remedy is to 
do 1 it again. 1 


2 &Q 
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San. That's true: but the Memory of that damn' d 
Conde is enough to turn one's Stamach-tq her; Do you 
remember hat a deviliſh hunch; Back he had when you 
and I play'd him? 

Carl. For that Reaſon yau may be fave he'll loath 
the Thought of him. 
San. Do you think ſo, cab? | 
Dual. „ when I have in my | 
Arms ſo handſome, 6 ſweet and. ſo charming = Cava- 
lier as you ? 

San. Well, Lam Ikiow not howilh ; the bas a deli 
cious Tongue of her own; and 1 begin to mollify. 

Carl. Do, Sancho: Faith, you've held it. out too long, 
in Conſcience, far ſo ſlight a Quarrel ; this is nothing a- 
mong great Ladies, Man : how many Fathers have I 
known that have given their Bleſſings to other Mens 
Children? a bleſs 4 — * N boneſt 18 af 


appa, 
2 | [Children erg. 
2 It goes apainkt the Grain t0.gire K them, 
Carl. For ſhame, Sanche, take em up: you'll break 
their pretty Hearts elſe: *twou'd grieve a Man's Jau to 
ſee em weep thus. 
San. Ay, they learnt that Trick of their Mother ; but 
1 cannot be obdurate, N eee I'm 
re. tag; 5 [Cin 
Heav'n e'en * ru provide or you: Nay, 


and it ſhall go hard, but. I'll get you ſome. more Play- 


Fellows; if Fear Mother be as fruitful as ſhe us d to be. 
Lop. Why this is as it ſhou'd be. 
Dal. Heav'n reward you; and Pll udy Obedience 
to you. 
San. They ſay, Children are great Bleflings ; if they 
are, I have two grea —_— —_—_— gotten to my Hands. 
Carl. For your Comfort, ge, they fay, is Holy. 


San. Ay, and ſo is Martyrdom, as they ſay; but both 
of*em are good for juſt nothing, but to make an End of 


g 
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Son in-Law, your Children are 
er thee edr e 

3 Ir he does not like em, he may get the next 
himſelf. 

r I will not trouble the Company, with reading 
| Letter from the dead Count's Siſter ; tis enough to 

— ou, that I lov'd her once, and forſook her, be. 

ſhe was then no Fortune : But ſhe has been kinder 
to me, than I deſerve ; and has offer'd me her Brother's 
Eſtate in Dowry with her. 

Dal. Which I hope you will accept. 

Carl. — 7 ae Propiflioah 
without explaining. She only recommended to me her 
Brother's C Children by Dalinds, And I think I have 
taken a decent Care in providing them a rich Father. 
San. always lov'd a and now I have one of 
my own, Pl Centake up with and; for my Youth is 

ing; my Days —— mean emphatical 
Wheriag L, 3 over. we'll — a 
Frolick ; come Off- ſpring, of you exons} 

1 Child, Yes, forlooth Father, and; my Ser caging 
too like an Angel. 

San. Then foot it featly i that you may {ay hereafter, 
you remember when E 
danc'd at her Wedding. 

1 ow may remember too, Madam 
Bride, that I promis'd you an E 
meant a Satire ; the Maſe, end teen 0 4 Jets I 
have giv'n it to Mukcians, brought uns 
_ with me; . Gentlemen. 
=” Dance is then the Song, the laß Wards of 

cubich are ſung while the Company is going n 


the N plays e oy: & 
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SONG: By Mr. CONGREY B. 


P © 
How happy s the Huthand, whoſe Wife bet thee 1 991 
Not damn d to the Bed of an ignorant Bride ! 
Secure of what's left, he ne er miſſes the reft, 
But _ there 3 enough, ſuppoſes a Nea: 
the Cheat, 
a He eſcapes the Deceit, 

And in "= of the Curſe, — to be 557. 

II. 


F Children _ 4 ngs, his Comfar:” 5 ; the more, 
Whoſe Spouſe has been known to be fruitful before; © 
And the Boy that foe brings ready made to his Hand, 
May fand him inflead, for an Heir ts bis Land, - | 
Show'd his own prove a Sot, 
When bes lawfully got, 
A, when er tis fo, if be do's, Pl be bang d. 


SONG fra GIRL _ 


2 > 
How o na 3 | pete, 
How to keep, er how to gain; n 
„ eee „ 


TE. 5 128 Fir % 
Take me, 8 FN 
While 1 yet am young and true; 
Bre I can my Saul diſguiſe, 
Heawve my Breafts, and roll my Eyes. 

A. 
Stay not till I learn the cu, 
How to He, and to betray : (4-436 
He that has me firft, is buy, 14.4 
V T may deceive the reſt. | 
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| IV. 

Cen g blooming Youth ;. 

Full of at" 1p and full of Grd, 
Britt, and of he Bom. 

\ Lau * Len Omnee 
A Royal Chamber is ene, hb hating the fi former 
+ "Sond; Veramond, Garcia, Ximena, Victoria, Celidea, 
ih a full Train of Courtiers and Guards: amongſt the 
Croud, Ramirez diſguif d, with ſame of his Pary. 
Vera. [To Vict. ] No more Delays, Ny 
Xim. This is inhuman, -- 

To preſs her to a Marriage made by F orce. 

At leaſt allow your ſelf and her this Day, 
'That each of you may think, and one may change. 

Vera. You mean, the Times or Accidents may change, 


And leave her for A/þhonſo. 
Ain. Your Enemies are but without your Gates, 


And ſoon they may return : : Forbear for Tone” 
Vera. The ſooner then * 
i. th wp prune Reben, 
t now remains, but to complete m Vows 
And facrifice to Vengeance? 5 f 
Ain. Your own hter! 
Vera. Even her, my ſelf, and all the World together. 
Fit. Can you refuſe me one poor Day to live? 
Vera. Obey me, and be bleſt ; if not, accurſt. 
A Father's Curſe has Wings, remember that; 
Thro' this World and the next, n Pra; ore 
And fink thee down, for ever. Kh 
Vie. *Tis enough, | 4 
I know how far a Daugh i es Odds 
But Duty has a-Bound like other Empires: 
It reaches but to Life, for all beyond it 
Is the Dominion of another World, 
Where you have no Command. KL 


For you, Don Garcia, : 
You know the Pow'r a Mies cg to l 


Bat Lince you vi be M take your Heu,. 


The 


was „ ts. _ 


The Fear which ſeiz d him at . Nene 


Condemn d by thy own Sentence, go to Death; 


*- 
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The next is mine. 
Gar. ] grant the Debt of Service which Lowe yous, 


But tis a Sum too vaſt to pay at ſight. 


If now you call it in, inn 3 
To all wy future Bi. W 
Vie. I find by you, 
20 1 Laws of Heavn: 
All t mn 
Where I my ſelf am Vie | 
Enter A „ #narm'd; all ſeem amar d. | 
Apb. c on 
Vera. [ Afar. ] Alphon Jhonſo here! then all my Hopes are 


The Town is his, and I once more a Slave. [blaſted ; 


Alph. Diſmiſs thy Fears and tremble not, old W 
J neither come with Purpoſe, nor with Power 
Ta my — but ſingle and unarm' d: 
This Head is to thy Peace, | 
And to Victorias ted Vows; 
Who, while I hve, can never be Don Cartia's. 
Take then this odious Life : ſecurely take it, 
And glut thy V with s Blood. 
Behold the Man who forc'd thee in thy $448 
In thy Imperial Town made thee a Captive. 
_ ve thy Fury ſcope : revenge th* Aﬀront, 
23 hy a not to ſpare my Lite, 125 
Tra T in ſparin N 
Kim. [Cel 1] Oh boundleſs onions Aae. 
Cel. [To her 3 I tremble for th' Event; ſee the Kmg 


And left his Face forſaken of his 

Is vaniſh'd now: + 

And a new Tide returns upon his Cheeks; 

And Rage and Vengeance ſparkle in his Eyes - TStreets3 
Vera. | Afide.] All things are huſht, he Noi js in the 

Nor Shouts of Soldiers, nor the Cries of Matrons, 

To ſpeak a Town in Plunder — Then I take hs © 

A Traitor's Counſel once, and thou ſhalt die: [To Alph. 


Nos 


— A — * ** * pe 
Eo a ie 
1 „ 
7 E 
4 — 
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1 ſeeming Generoſity, 
N — ſave thee; tis Deſpair 

To ſee thy fruſtrate Hopes, that brought thee hither, 
N y juſt Revenge. ' 

Alph. Yes, F will die, becauſe I chuſe to die. 
Which had I not defr'd, I had not come 
Unarm'd, unguarded, ane, to tem 
Thy known Ingratitude, and barb'rous Hate. 
Boaſt not th Advantage, which thou hold'ſ of me, 
But know thy ſelf for what theu art; no more 
Than the 2 
Viera. Whether 3 Henvgn's Juſtice, or thy Choice, 
J owe this happy Hour of ſweet Revenge, 
I'll not be wanting to the vin d Occaſion." _ 

Vie. You ſhall not die alone, my dear Alphonſo, 
'Tho' much I blame this deſp rate Enterprize : 
9 ſhould r "mg ſaid, to oy 

Event of w d to 
For had bern fo bai? ro be e 
That Baſeneſs might have cur d your ill-plac'd Love.. 
But this untimely * 
Both of your Fate, and mine. 

_— hile I believ'd 
My Life was precious to my dear Victoria, 
I valu'd and preſery'd it for her Sake. 0 
But when you broke from your Deliv'rer” s Arms, 
To put your ſelf into a Tyrant's Power: 
1 * from me; - 
Abandon'd firſt by. you.. | 
1 

here, at what Moment 
With whick you tax my violated Vows 5 
I left your lawleſs Pow'r, to put my ſelf 
Into a Father's Chains, my lawful Tyrant. 
If this be my upbraided Crime, even this, 
On that occaſion, would I do. once more. 
But, could I, w.th my Honour ſafe, have ſtaid 
In your dear Arms, bear witneſs Heav'n and Earth, 
Nor Threats, nor Force, nor Promiſes, A 


r  _ a ca 
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Should take me from your Love. N 
Alpb. Oh, I believe you. N 53% 
aniſh my Fears, and cauſeleſs Jealouſies; 
ive, my Victoria, for your ſelf, not me; 
But let th* unfortunate Apen die: 
My Death will glut your cruel Father's Rage 3 
When I am gone, and his Revenge complete, 
. Pity perhaps may ſeize a Parent's Mind, | 
To free you from a hated Lover's Arms. 
Cel. [To Ximena.] Speak, Mother, ſpeak : My Fa- 
ther gives you Time. | | 5, 
He ftands amaz'd, irreſolute and dumb: _ | 
Like the ſtill Face of Heav'n before a Storm; 
Speak, and arreſt the Thunder ere it rolls. 
Xin. I ſtand ſuſpected: But you, Celidea, 
The Favourite of his Heart, his darling Child, 
May ſpeak, and ought, your Int'reſt is concern d: 
For if Alphonſo die, your Hopes are loſt. Ti 
I fee your Father's Soul, like glowing Steel, 
Is on the Anvil; ſtrike, while yet he's hot : | 
Turn him, and ply him, ſet him ſtrait betimes, 
Leſt he for ever warp. | ry SS 
Ciel. 1 fear, and yet would ſpeak ; but will he hear me? 
Xim. For what is all this Silence, but to hear ? 
Bring him but to calm Reas'ning, and he's gain d. 
Cel. Then Heav'n infpire my Tongue 
Sir, Royal Sir ies sche | 
He hears me not ; he lifts not up his Eyes: 
But fixt upon the Pavement, looks the way | 
That points to Death. | [She pulls him, 
Oh hear me, hear me, Father. _ | 
Have you forgot that dear e Name, 
Never before in vain pronounc'd b 


me?: 
Vera. Ha! who diſturbs my Thoughts? 
Cel. [ Kneeling.) Tis Celidea. 

Alas I would relieve you, if I durſt: 

If ever I offended, even in Thought, | 
Or made not your Commands 270 
The Bounds. of all my Wiſhes, and Deſires, 
Bid me be dumb, or elſe permit me Speech. 


* 


Vera, 
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Vera. Oh riſe, my only r 
Who reconciles me to the Name of | 
Speak then ; but not for her, and leſs for him. 


Cel. Perhaps I would accuſe em, not defend : 4 


For both are guilty, dipt in equal Crimes; 

And are obnoxious: to your Juſtice bot. 
Vera. True, Celidea : thou conſirm'ſt r Sentence Z 

*Tis juſt Alphon die. 


An | {fide Forgive her, Hear'n! (the aggravate 


their — 3 
And puſhes their Deſtruẽtion · 
Cel. Speak, Alp bonſo: | 
Can you deny, w 
Then thought your- Father, es, and by yo 
When he requir'd your Capti ben, 
And order d his Confinement ; "; did you well 
Then to controul the Pleaſure of that Ki 
Under whoſe juſt Commands you fought inet 
Alph.. I did not well: But Heat of boiling Youth, 
And ill-weigh'd Honour, made me diſobey, 
Vera. 'That Cauſe is gain'd ; for he confeſſes Guilt. 
8 ee Narr proceed. wit 
Cel. To Alphonſo. ] Next reproach. 2 
— Rebellion. Er! 


The s firſt a 

You dard toppaſe : forbad his fair Addreſſes 3 

Then made a Ruffian Quarrel with that Prince. 

And laſt, were guilty of inceſtuous Lost. 

J will not load my Sifter with Conſent: 

But, in rift Virtue, liſtaing to a Crime. 

And not reje&ting, is it ſelf a Crime. if, -$24 2:43 
Vie. Is this a Siſter's Office ? Peace-for ſhame. rl 

We low'd without tranſgreſung Virtue's Bounds ?: 

We fixt the Limits of our tend'reſt Thoughts; 

Came to the Verge of Honour, and there ftopt: _, 

We warm'd us by che Fire; but were not ſcorcht. 

If this be Sin, Angels might love with leſs z—__ 

And mingle Rays of Minds, leſs pure than ours. 

Our Souls enjoy'd; but to their holy Feaſts, | 

„NU en both. files, erh Gr. * tb 


> a... Aa. aaa 
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Ce. W Father; or our Cauſe is loſt: 
Ter EY 3 5 y Peron 

Vera. With my own Troops Alphonſoieiz'd my 
In my own” Town, to m —_— Shame : 

Paſs on to that ;. and ſtrike the 'Traitor dead. 

Cel. Ves, proud A/phon/o, you were baniſht hence: 

Your Father was confin'd, and doom'd to Death; 
The Beauty you ador'd was made another s. 
How durſt you, then, attempt F avenge your Wrongs, 
And force your Miſtreſs from your Rival's Arms; 
Rather than die contented, as you ought ? 

Alþh. Even for thoſe very Reaſons you —_— 

Xim: fte. At lat I Gd her Dit 789 

Vera. uſtiñ ſt, and not accuſeſt him. 
Cel. *. good Father, and hear out the reſt. 5 
- {To Alph. 
Thought you, becauſe you bravely fought, and conquer'd 
For Royal Yeramond, nay, ſav'd his Lite, 
And ſet him free, when you had conquer d him, 
Only becauſe he was 22 Father; 
Li... ht „ theils. +27 
ou” ou now ? generous n 
2 your 4 who ne er n 
era. | Afide.] Oh, ſhe ſtings me. 

Cel. And you, Dow Garcia, witneſs to this Truth: 2 
Vou were his hated Rival, fairly 1 4 *. 
And yet he ſpar'd your Lite. 

Gar. At your Requeſt : 

I owe it to you both. | 

Cel. That he diſmiſt my Siſter, "was her Fault: 

I charge it not on him ; but twas his Folly : | | 
A capital Fool he was, in that laſt Error; 

For which he juſtly ſtands condemn'd to Death. 
Your Sentence, Royal Sir ? 8 

Vera. That he ſhou'd live; 

Shou'd live triumphant over Veramond, — | 
And ſhou'd live happy in Victorias Love ???:: 
Oh, I have held as long as Nature cou'd ; 5 # 

Convinc'd in Reaſon, obſtinate in Will ; 9 


4. 4 | T 
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Id the Pleader's Aim, found her Defign, 


J long'd to be o'ercome, and yet reſiſted. 

What have I done againſt 3 my Alphonſo ? 

And what haſt thou not done for Yeramond ? 0 
Xin. Oh fortunate "rag 4K 

Vid. Oh happy Say! 

Alph. Oh l Bliſs, and therefore double! 

Vera. [To Alph. ] Can you forgive me ? Yes, I know 

Alphonſo can forgive Victoria's Father. [you can; 

But yet, in pity, pardon not too ſoon : 

Puniſh my Pride a while ; 

And make me linger for lo great = Good, 

Left Ecftaſy of Joy prevent this 

And you, . inſtead of Pardon, give th. 1 
* offers to kneel to Alphonſo : "Al phonſo takes bin 

425 and kneeli himſeſf. 

Oh let me e my Father from the Ground! 
e. Li Youg: J Tis your peculiar Virtue, my Alphonſo, 
e me up 

Alph. Here lex me grow, till I abtain your Grace: 
ife has been one univerſal Crime; 
ro Ares like Heay'n, accepting ſhort Repentance, 


Forgive my Length of Sins. * — 
Fra. [raifing him. | Let us forget from whence 

But ſince to ſave my Shame, thou wilt be guilty, 

Impute thy Hate for me, to ſure Inſtinct; 

That ſhow'd thee thy true Father in my Foe ; 

Now grafted on my Stock, be Son to 3 


3 
1 


aw c } Yoo 


- [Turning to Gar.] To you, Don Garcia, next 


Ger. Before you {1 


Permit me, Sir. t'aſſume ſome little Merit 


In this Day's Ha your Promiſe made 
Viforig mine #5 

Ab, What then? 

Gar. Nay, hear me out. 
He kept his Royal Word; he gave her me; 
I loſt her, when I fell beneath your Sword. 
Or if I bave a Tide, I reſign it, - 
REL Bar Fn 


A 


2 


NaAr ux will prevad. 


Alph. I take her as ws Gift. 
Gar: [To Vera.] Ma 
She fav'd my Life, and hers it is for ever. 
"Tis pity ſhe who gain'd another's Cauſe, 
Shou'd loſe her own. 
Vera. [ preſenting Celidea.] She's yours, 
Cel. My Joys are full. 
Vi#. And mine o'er-flow. 
Alpb. And mine are all a Soul can bear, and live. 
Viera. Then ſeek we out Ramirez; © 
To make him Partner of this happy Day, 
That gives him back his Crown, and his Alpbouſs. 


Ram. Behold me here, 8 with ſome fow 


515 
me but bleſt in Cale Love's | 


* 


Friends. e 5, Ban; his Vizard. 


{Reſoly'd to fave my Son, or 
'Thus far I trac'd, and follow 9 him, — 
And here have waited, with a beating Heart, | 
To ſee this bleſt Event. 

Vera. Juſt like the Winding up of ſome Deſign, 
Well form'd, upon the crouded Theatre: 
Where all concern'd, ſurprizingly are pleas'd ; 
And what they wiſh, ſce done. Lead to the Temple : 


Let Thanks be paid 3 and Heav'n be prais'd no leſs 


pou private Wenn than for publick Peace. 


— 


” 
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ow, in good 1 bir FLY be ſaid 

N Againſt this Play, becauſe the Poet's dead. 
The Prologue told us of a Moral here: 
Vid cou d find it, but the Devil knows where. 
bf in my Part it lies, Iftar he means 
To warn us of the Sparks behind our Scenes: 
For if you" Il take it on Dalinda's Word, 
"Tis a hard Chapter to refuſe a Lord. 
The Poet might pretend this Moral too; 
That when'a Nit and Fool together woo, © 
The Damſel (not to break an antient Rule) 
Shou d leave the Wit, and take the wealthy Fool. 
This he might mean: but there's a Truth behind, 
And fince it touches none of all our Kind 

But Masks and Mies; faith, Tul gal my Mind. 
What if he taught our Sex more cautious Carriage, 
And not to be too coming before Marriage: 
For fear of nn Mi fortune in the Play, 
A Kid brought” home upon the Wedding Day: 
1 fear there are few Sancho's in the Pit, 
So good as to forgive, and to forget ; 
| That will, like him, reflore us into Favour, 
And take us after on our good Behaviour. 
Few, when they find the Money Bag is rent, 
Will take it for ga 


/ 
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But in the Telling, there the Difference is, 
Sometimes they find it more than they cou d wwilh. 
Therefore be warn'd, you Miſſes and you Masks, 
Look to your hits, nor give the firfl that ashs. 
Tears, Sighs, and Oaths, no Truth of Paſſion prove ; 
True Settlement, alone, declares true Love. 

For him that weds a Puſs, who kept her ff, 

I jay but little, but I doubt the worff : 
The Wife that evas a Cat, may mind bis Houſe, 
And prove an honefl, and a careful Spouſe ; 

But "faith I aon d not truſt her with a {ies 


